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CHAPTER I 
Young Loneliness 

*• Love, I am lonely ! 

Years are so long ! " 

— S(mg. 

THE GIRL'S STORY 

" A sweetheart's waiting somewhere for every soul 
alive ! ” they say. 

If only it were true ! All I say is, “ If there is the 
sweetheart, why can't I meet him ? " 

For, oh, I am so lonely, and the days do drag, and — 
would people think that I, Julia Parry, aged eighteen, 
was a horrid little thing to say all this ? < 

Isn't it natural to feel it ? Or am I a disgrace to 
my sex ? Anyhow, I only say it here. Never would 
I admit it anywhere else. At the office they think 
I’m a baby ignoramus just up from the country. At 
home — well, dear old Grannie never realises I’ve 
altered from the little girl of eight that I was when I 
came to her. When I get back from work, she still 
smiles at me over her spectacles and asks, " Have you 
had a happy day, dear ? ” 

(What’s her idea, I wonder, of a " happy ’ ' day ? ) 
She pours out my tea, making it washy and tepid 
with milk, because “ strong tea upsets young nerves.” 
Then she sajrs, ‘ ‘ Dear, dear 1 I've got my knitting in such 
a muddle, I wonder if you could pick up these stitches, 
Julia ? No, not now, my dear. Presently will do. 
Finish your tea. Have you got ever 3 rthing you want 
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Everything I want ? 

I feel inclined to cry : Oh, Grannie, no,” with-the- 
loud-pedal-down ! " I am just full of the biggest wish 
in the world for what I want 1 Oh, if you knew how I 
am longing for a little bit of Romance in my life, for a 
love-story of my own, or for even a nice boy friend to 
talk to, to be chummy with, to go about with as other 
girls do.” 

Mercy ! How petrified Grannie would be if 1 were 
suddenly to blurt this out aloud, instead of keeping 
bottled up inside my heart as I sit there looking like 
every other sensible, “ well-brought up,” lady-like 
young girl. To think that in all my life I’ve never had 
any young men to talk to, not even brothers ! It 
sounds impossible, but you’d know it was true if you’d 
seen the village where Grannie brought me up before 
we actually moved to London — where we didn't know 
a soul, except “ young ’ ' Mr. Lewis, the head of my 
office. Grannie calls him that because she was at 
school with his mother. He is forty-eight, and hot bad. 
I go to his office near Westminster every day from 
half-past nine to five, and I earn what seems an 
enormous lot of money to me : thirty-three shillings 
a week ! I have bought myself a quite ’twee little 
hat of violet velvet. 

But what’s a becoming hat when there’s nobod}’’ to 
wear it for ? 

One girl in our room is engaged. The other always 
laughs, " Engaged ? Me ? No fear ! Not until I’ve 
had a top-hole time first I ” 

She gets taken out to dinner by a new young man 
four evenings a week ! I shouldn’t want that. Just 
one boy chum of my very own that I could like better 
than anyone I'd seen ; that’s what would be lovbly 1 
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And not these smart restaurants where the food wie» so 
wonderful it would frighten me, and where I’d have to 
wear a frock costing me my salary for three months ! 
No, just to be together with a dear boy who thought 
I was the only girl in the world, and who would look 
Uke ^ 

Yes; here comes a secret. I have seen the exact 
kind of hoy to look at that I would like. This very 
morning he passed me in the street aS I was walking to 
my bus. He was going towards Paddington. Very 
tall, with a face like a shy school-boy, and a silver 
badge in the button-hole of his overcoat, that looked 
as if it had been put away before the war and as if 
he’d grown broader since. A soft grey hat with a black 
band ; blue eyes. As he passed me — ^no, of course he 
didn’t stare. He wasn’t that sort. He just looked 
straight at me once ; as if he did rather like my 
hat. 

Or am I imagining this ? 

He was just ” a ship that passed,” but I couldn't 
help liking that glimpse of his face ; his expression was 
so frank and boyish and yet rather sad. As if he were 
going about missing something. 

I wonder what ? 

1 can't help wishing I knew him. (Or is this 
forward ? ) . . 

How nice if he were some one to whom I could smile 
and nod as we passed ! A tiny thing like that would 
make the whole day less dull lor me. (Or am 1 
ridiculous ? ) How jolly if 1 could stop and say, 
" Good morning, Mr. Silver-Badger ” (whatever his 
real name is), ** Graimie says you haven’t been to see 
us for ages ; won’t you come in to-morrow, to Sunday 
supper ? ” And if he could say, " Oh, that’s awfuUy 
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kind of Mrs. Parry. Do thank her, Miss Julia, and say 
I'd love to.” 

Sometimes 1 imagine he’s lonely too. 

Or am I absurd ? Why, probably that Silver Badger 
has otdy too many places to go to in his free time ; 
a jolly home of his own, a huge family of sisters and 
brothers, and biUions of pretty girl friends to take out 
to dinner ! Or else he goes to some frightfully gay 
dub with a lot of amusing chums and enjoys himself 
like an 3 rthing! I don’t know what young men do 
exactly, but I’m sure this one has the most lovely time 
in the evening. As I sit here alone with Grannie, I do 
envy him. ... Of course, he’s never lonely ! 

THE BOY’S STORY 

Funny how lonely some of us feel now there’s no 
longer a war on ! 

Ai, of course, to think it’s over, and that there’s 
nothing more to worry about but settling down to 
” hmtian life ” and one’s job. They very decently 
kept mine open for me in our department on the 
railway, so I’ve only got to take things up where I 
left them four years ago. I was just over seventeen 
then ; only an inch shorter than I am now. 

Those four years seem a dream. A dream made 
up of carrying on through lots of messy jobs, and of 
being beastly cold and muddy and tired lots of the 
time, but of laughing no end as well, and getting plenty 
of fun, off and on, with Uiie rest of the crowd. 

It’s tha^'Crowd one misses. 

But tho’e’s something I miss worse. 

My pal. The fellow I used to do everything with. 
Just think of the chmn I had! Went with him to 
sohool. Came up to town with him ; had digs with 
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him in this house I live in now ; started work with 
him. On Sundays we'd a punt up the riveri. War 
came. 1 went with him into the infantry ; first stripe, 
second stripe tc^ther. Commissions togetharv Went 
into the R.F.C. Pilots together. Then I was wounded 
on the 29th. I didn't get any letters for three wedcs. 
Came out of hospital and met soine man, u^o said to me, 
“ Hard lines, Harrison getting killed." Just casually 
like that, you know. 

" Hard lines Harrison getting killed. . . .” The first 

I'd heard of it. I- Why ! We'd been so pally it had 

sort of excluded everything else ; I’d never been real 
friends with anybody but him, and there he was : g<me I 

I didn’t know where to turn. 

Absolutely it did me in. 1 haven’t known what to 
do with myself since. Fellows at the <^ce are decent 
enough, but I can’t talk to any of those as I could to 
him. Nobody ’d understand if one tried to explain 
how absolutely lonely a demobbed chap like me can 
feel nowada3^. No real chum of his age^gjajj^apore. 
No proper home. Nowhere particular go after 
work. And 

Here’s what would make people laugh if they knew, 
so of course one’s mum about it — ^no girl to see. 

It’s a fact that I don’t know any girls. 

While I was at school I lived with an old uncle who 
never wanted any girl about his house. Then up 
here, there was always my pal. For the river and the 
theatres we were together ; didn’t want anything more. 
Almost as socm as we joined up we were sent out and 
up the line. 

Girls have simply not come into my life. I don't 
know, if there are many fellows of twenty like me, or 
if I'm Just an exception and a freak ? 
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Fellows at the office — why, they've shoals of 
frirads. Question is, how to keep track ci 'em. 
Where they get to know them all is a puzzle to me. 
I a^^ one of them, “ Slim ” Grantham, a decent chap, 
I ran into him at the Coliseum with an awfully hand- 
some girl, and he told me afterwards he’d never seen 
her before that day. She was working on our telephone 
exchange, and he'd been wangling little chats with her 
every day. 

" You can do a lot with a voice. Smith, you know,” 
says this^hap to me, laughing. ” C^, for the matter of 
tW, wha's a girl given a pair of eyes for ? ” 

■ I laugt|ed too ; didn't want him to put me down as 
an absolute dud. rl suppose I've got faddy and 

cranky since my wound ? P’raps those bits of '* Archie ” 
left sticking about my nut, make me different from 
other chaps ? For I just don't feel I want to get to 
know a girl that way. 

Not by telling the tale over the telephone ; not 
by giving her the glad eye in the street. It may be 
idiotic of me. Can’t hdp it. That sort of thing puts 
me dead oB.. What I'd like would be to get myself 
introduced (deadly old-fash., isn’t it ?) to some nice 
girl ; to go to her home, see her with her mater and 
her little sisters and that sort of touch. (I told you I 
was a freak.) I’d like it to be on the square from the 
start. 

So there's the problem. 

/ don't want to get to know any girl who isn't what 
tk^ call " particular." And a very " particular " 
girl isn’t the sort I can get to know I 

You needn’t imagine that I'm superior and’ don't 
care : if you knew how I was longing for a sweetlusart 
my own I Why, I think it would be the most 
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wottdo^ul thing ever. A topping friendship like 1 
had with Tim Harriscm ; some one I could tell things 
to, and yet, on the top dt it, so much more. I — ^here's 
something else I cou}^ uf^ver idil anyone — make up 
dreams about that gkil'd like, that perfect pls3miate 
of mine. I call her " Jill," becanse,my name is Jack. 
Piffle, but nobodyTL ever know. I even know what 
she’s like to look at Not too sho^ because I’ve such 
long legs, and I’d want her to be to swing along 
in step with me when we went for tramps on Saturclay 
afternoons like I U9|d to with Tim. Grey-blue eyes 
she’d have ; a curl|%it of brov^jhair showing ngainst ’ 
her cheek, and %^cmour like a nose. She’d ^iear what 
girls always do*look nicest in^ I, think-^^blue serge, 
quite simple ; and a dinky little Ifunny purple hat, 
pulled well on to her head. ^ 

All this, of course, is my imagination-giri C Ui^at is — 
well ! as a matter of fact I did, this poming, meet a 
girl a little like her. I mean 1 passe(^er in the street 
as one passes hundreds of girls a da^ never to think 
of them again. I couldn’t help noticing this one. In 
the middle of the drab pavements and hurrying crowd 
she looked as fresh as a pansy growing out of a mud- 
pie. That's the sort of girl I wish I could get to 
know. . . . 

Every blessed morning now I pass her cm my way 
to work. Funny how I look forward to thed one 
gUmpse of a girl who’s nevm- noticed me more than if I 
were a lamp-post in the road ! 

But-r^rcvenings. That's , the time of the day when I 
realise t^t big shell-hole in my life ! * 

' To-nipit 1 got in, out of the pouring rain, at seven. 
The rooms, aren’t bad ; old Tim and I used to think 
them. cosy. But to-night it all seen^d glocnny. The 
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fire smoked; and it’s rotten, feeding alone. I’d 
finished my &h and potatoes and rice-custard pudding 
by seven-twenty. At half-past seven Mrs. Wright, 
the old girl who keeps the house, came in to clear. 
She’s a decent old body. Usually I keep her talking 
a few minutes about the weather and what’s in the 
papers, just so as to hear a human voice in this dug- 
out. To-night, though, she started about how it was 
exactly five years ago to the day since poor young Mr. 
Harrison had turned up here about engaging the 
rooms. Couldn’t stick it. Put a record on our oW 
gramophone to stop her yarning about him. But I 
wasn’t in the mood for tunes. Reminded me of one 
time in the trenches with a lot of our fellows all bellow- 
ing together: 

" Hello, my dearie ! I’m lonesome for you." So I 
grabbed it off and looked at the clock ; astonished 
to see it wasn’t eight o’clock yet, 

I got the fire burning a bit better and sat down with 
a book. Desert-island story called " All Awry,” 
about some chap who gets washed ashore with a girl, 
lucky dog. . . . London is a desert-island to me, but 
without any sign of the girl. 

Funny how that girl’s face in the little purple hat 
kept getting between me and what I was trying to 
read. Jove, she is pretty. I wonder where she was 
spending the evening. Gets a jolly good time, I bet, 
a sweet-looking kid like that ! Probably a waiting- 
list of fellows to take her to all the shows in town ; 
go-ey chaps like Grantham. 

SUm Granthain would soon get to know her. . . . 
How ? He’d simply stare at her until sh6’d got to 
look back at him. 

I couldn’t do it. Not to that girl. 
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He’d pretend he'd met her. 

But I’d feel such a cad. He'd speak. 

Imposs. How could one? 

Yet — ^to think of the difference it might make in one’s 
whole life if one could be natural and tell a nice girl 
what one meant ! Supposing one could say right out, 
" My name is Jack Smith, and I'm the loneliest fellow 
in town. I've got to introduce myself like this because 
there’s nobody else to do it, and because I want to 
know you more than I can say. Can't you let me 
see something of you ? Mayn’t I call on your people ? 
Couldn’t we be friends ? ” 

Why is it impossible to handle the thing in this way ? 
Supposing I did 

I brooded and wool-gathered over this. > 

At half-past nine 1 went to bed because there was 
nothing better to do. 

I didn’t go to sleep, though, for hours. I felt 
desperate. I found myself making that mad plan. 
Why not say all that to her ? Why not risk it ? 
Chance it ? 

Could I ? Should I be justified ? 

« * « • * 

Author's note. May I here add a word of my own 
to the words of this boy and this girl ? 

I am trying to write their story because it is also 
the story of so many others. All over the world 
there are living to-day girls without sweethearts, 
young men who do not know the right girl. The pity 
of it t All towns are full of them. Under the plane- 
trees of London they walk, lonely ; between chestnut 
avenues of Paris, and where the huge street-cars 
thunder through New York. Yes; and in every^ 
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smaller town. Bradford, Glasgow, Carnarvon, Sydney. 
Everywhere 1 

You who are reading this — don’t you see every day 
some of these solitary girls, these boys with the trcnch- 
mud still staining the old Biu’berry ? Don’t you 
notice their wistful faces in the street, the train or 
bus ? Do you wonder what stories are behind them ? 

That is why I’m taking this one girl out of the 
lonely thousands, jiist one pretty, every-day " nice " 
young girl, such as you’d see sitting opposite to you 
in the tube. Let me tell you of her innocent and 
secret longing for love. She hardly recognises it as 
the feeling all girls must have ; she asks herself, " Or 
am I the only one ? ” 

That’s why I take this lad, typical of a crowd of the 
demobilised young fighters that we see about nowa- 
days. This on,e was born to make that girl happy ; 
her mate. He is equally lonely; puzzled by the 
inconsistencies of our world ; exclaiming boyishty, 
“ Funny, all this ! ” You’ve seen him too, often. 
Hundreds of him. Each of the hundreds has a story ' 
Different stories, but not so different from the one 
1 write of this one couple. 

This boy will tell you how things happened to him ; 
this girl shall explain what went on in her own life at that 
moment. I want them to show you how Fate seemed 
determined to keep these two apart, as so many are 
kept apart, and how the struggle is waged by modem 
Love against the force of Convention. 

These two, young Jack Smith and little Julia, are 
t 3 q>es. What is your answer to thdr problem ? 

In this chapter the young man sets the first question. 
Is he justified in speaking ? What will be the girl’s 
attitude, if he does speak ? 



CHAPTER II 
The False Start 

J-ADY Visitor at Working Girls* Club : I suppose you know* 
dear girls, that a young lady never speaks to a man until he’s been 
introduced to her ? '* 

1 ACTORY Hand : We knows it. Miss, and we feels sorry for 

yer ! ** — Punch. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

I CHANCED it. 

Why on earth did I ever make such an ass of myself ? 

I spoke to her. 

<^jood Lord, when I think of it ! 

is was what happened. . . . All breakfast time I 
told myself “ Nothing venture, nothing gain,” and 
‘‘ Faint heart never won fair lady.” 

Jove, how I wanted to win, or, anyhow, to have a 
chance of winning that little fair lady of my morning’s 
walk I And not the ghost of a prospect, unless I made 
some sort of a start myself. 

The question was — ^Did I mean to go on and on like 
this, lonely and down in the mouth and miserable, 
just working all day and moping all evening over a 
book in my rooms ? Go on meeting, morning after 
morning, the very girl who might mean ever5dhing 
to me, and just to let her pass ? 

So near and yet so far ! So near that I know by 
heart now every curve of her, so near that I could 
touch the brown, silky curl that kisses her cheek I 
So far that I don’t even know her name or where she 
lives i Without any hope of knowing, unless 
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This seemed the only way. 

“ If she understands,” thought I, ” well and good. 
If she takes it amiss, well and bad! Anything is 
better than just nothing ! ” 

Yes ; at breakfast I'd got into the " Jack-Smith-my- 
lad-you're-for-it ” mood. 

Then in the street, when I saw that little purple 
hat of hers bobbing along towards me, about fifty 
jrairds away through the crowd. . . . Cold feet again ! 

I thought, " Have the absolute neck to sp>eak to her ? 
Can't be done.” On I walked. On she came. Nearer,"^ 
nearer, till I could see the colour of her eyes. It's the 
kind that changes ; more blue than grey they looked 
this morning, perhaps because the sun was shining 
brightly. 

All of a sudden I immade my mind that I'd made up 
about not having the neck to do this thing. I'd looked 
in her little face as she came up to me. 

D'you know, it seemed to me (my mistake, of course !) 
that she did notice me, that she did recognise me as 
not only just something she passed every day like the 
motor-buses along that route, but as a fellow-creature 
who might be a friend. I was jolly wrong, as it 
turned out. But I did think I saw her cheeks go a 
deeper pink as I got near. I did think there was the 
ghost of something quivering about her mouth that 
might almost have grown into a smile if she'd let it. 

” Here goes ! ” thought. I. I opened my mouth to 
speak. 

In that flash there went straight out of my head 
everything I'd planned to say ; my name, and how I 
had to introduce m3rself because there was nobody 
else to do it, and how I thought the world of getting 
to know her, and mightn't we make friends ? That 
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THE FALSE START 

weni. Instead, I heard myself bleating out in a vdce 
that might have belonged to some other chap and a 
Ht of a bounder at that—' Good morning I " 

Not the way I meant to start at all. 

And then — ^my hat. when I think of it I could kick 
myself to pieces. What happened was that. . . . 
Nothing happened. 

She walked straight on as if she hadn't heard or 
seen me. 

But she had. 

She looked — ^no ! Not even at me ! A look just 
came down over her face like the icy blackness that 
comes over a smiling lake when you're out fishing in 
February and all of a sudden the sun goes in beUnd 
the clouds. I felt frozen, frozen stiff. 

What kind of a rotten young cad had she taken me 
for ? 

Perhaps I had behaved like it. ... She was justified 
in giving the look that means " I do not know you " 
to the young bounder who had accosted her in the 
street. Next thing, perhaps, she'd get the wind up 
about my trying to follow her ! (Much she knew how 
I was feeling about it !) 

Well, looking about as encouraging as a parapet 
bristling with bayonets, she hurried on her way, and 
I did on mine. 

1 wished I'd bitten my tongue oiift or had been struck 
dumb by shell>shock before I let myself in for this. 

What must ^e have thought ? . . . Awful . . . 

THE GIRL’S STORY 

D'you know what I am wishing to-day ? 

Why, that I could rub this morning out as if it were 
a diild's sum done wrong on a slate. 
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A dreadful thing happened. 

I had to be rude and unkind to one of our boys who 
fought for us for four years. Think of it ; our country 
would have been overrun by Huns, pushing British 
women into the gutter as they swanked along London 
streets, but for our boys who “ held the line for you 
and me, and kept the Germans from the sea ! " It 
was to one of our defenders that I was a perfect little 
pig ... ! 

Or was I perfectly right ? 

I wish I knew what to think. 

It was that Silver Badge with the nice face . . . 

This morning, as usual, I saw him coming along in 
that old overcoat and that soft grey hat, and I thought 
as I’ve often done, “ I do wish we could just say 
‘ Good morning ’ ! ” 

Then, as he came near enough for me to see the little 
wound-scar on his face that looks like a rather deep 
cleft in the chin, I somehow knew that this time he 
was going to speak. 

He seemed to jerk himself together ; he raised his 
hat and said, “ Er — ^good morning ” in the nicest shy 
voice. 

Oh, how my heart gave a little jump of delight, 
seeming to clap its hands (if hearts have hands) and to 
call out, " Good morning, Mr. Silver-Badger ! Good 
morning ; it is a lovely day, isn’t it ? ” 

But instead of answering a word I glared straight 
past the yotmg man and walked on as if he were a bit 
of waste-paper. 

I know Grannie would have been pleased. She 
would have said, “ Quite right, Julia ; 1 am so glad 
that my little gifj bad no hesitation at all about it 
Any girl who wished to show that she was a little lady 



THE FALSE START 23 

would have done just the same as you did ; walked 
straight on in a dignified manner and taken no notice 
of the man who had the impertinence to address her 
WeU done, dear ! ” 

But it was no credit to me ! I did it because I 
couldn’t help it. At that moment there came over my 
face a sort of gas-mask of an expression. Of its own 
accord, just naturally as our kitten’s back goes up 
at the sight of the fox-terrier across the road ! Instinct, 
I suppose ? The kitten spits ! The nice girl puts on 
that look when she meets with any notice from strangers 
who have not been introduced. 

Aren’t girls told that they can show a man, without 
a single word spoken, when his attentions are im- 
welcome ? These unintroduced attentions (we are 
taught) mean that the man thinks lightly of the girl 
to 'whom he speaks. ... 

Oh, I should so have hated that Silver Badger to 
tliink that I wasn’t “ nice ” !' 

But — ^if I could only explain to liim, “ Mr. Silver- 
Badger, it isn’t that I think you meant to be dis- 
respectful ! Dowi^ at the bottom of my heart I feel 
that it was all right. But a girl like me simply can’t 
say and do what she wants to. She has to follow 
what’s called convention. I suppose it’s a very good 
thing. Anyhow, there must be some reason for it, 
or it wouldn’t be so stroiSg.” 

Then I’d tell him, “ I think that ^u, with that little 
sflver badge of yoifi^s, are quite as brave and wonderful 
as those fcaights in whole suits of silver armour who 
used to go about rescuing maidens in distress. Those 
maidens didn’t have to wait fot some one to introduce 
thfit knight before they could thank him. I do wish 
we lived th«ai instead of now ” 
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Or would he think that unwomanly of me ? 

Oh, if I only knew what he thought ! I can’t get him 
out of my mind. 

This evening, after I'd straightened out the tangle 
that dear old Grannie alwa}^ does make of her knitting, 
1 sat down to the novel I’d taken out of the subscrip- 
tion library close by, hoping it would make me forget. 

" Don’t tiy your eyes, dear,” said Grannie. 

No, Grannie. It’s quite big print.” 

*' What is it about, dear ? ” 

" Oh . . . just about a girl . . . and some young 
man she meets.” 

“ A love story ? I hope it isn’t too grown-up for 
my little Julia. You might read some of it aloud to 
me, dear.” 

” Yes, Grannie.” 

For the rest of the evening I read aloud, but I 
skipped lots. I simply couldn’t read right out loud 
about kisses and love-letters. It made me too choky, 
remembering that probably I shall never know anything 
about love, except through stories like that. 

Oh, isn’t it a shame ! I that would so adore a love- 
letter. 

Or is that " silliness ” ? 

Anyhow, I shall never have a love-letter of my own 
I thought. 

And that brought me back again to the Silver 
Badger. 

If we could only meet, for one little moment, and 
have this thing out ! I am afraid he “ minded ” my 
unkindness. I am sure he did. Dreadful ! 

THE BOY'S STORY 

Funny how it rankles worse than any wound, bullet 
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or shrapnel or bayonet, that look shelve me ! Jove, 
how cold blue eyes can turn ! 

Her little sweet, proud face as she passed me ! She 
was like some very young princess whose dignity had 
been upset. 

Hurt her feelings badly, I had ; I who — well, when 
all's said, / have bled for her. It was all the girls at 
home that we were fighting for, wasn't it ? She never 
thinks oi that. But when I was sticking it out in 
the trenches up to my waist in dirty water, with the 
morning hate just coming across, I’ve often said to 
myself that my share of the England-Home-and- 
Beauty stunt meant my (imagination) " Jill.” Now 
I’ve seen this girl. I know she was the one all the 
time. It was just that I hadn’t seen her then. . . . 

And she thinks I tried to insult her this morning. 

I can’t stick this. Why should I take it lying down ? 
Can’t I have a shot at saying a word for m5^1f ? 

I c.an't speak to her again ; very well, I'll put it 
down on paper. Then I’ll get some one to give her the 
letter as she goes by. I’ll chance her reading it. She 
m’Kt read it. 

Yes . I’ll write now ! 



CHAPTER III 


A Love-Letter 

*' Often I have that strange and poignant Dream 
Of some Unknown who meets my flame with flame." 

— Vwlaine. 

THE BOY'S STORY 

This evening, directly I had swallowed my quiet old’ 
■ meal, I got the table cleared and sat down to write. 
Funny to think that this was my first shot at — yes, 
a love-letter. Funny that it should be to a girl whose 
very name I didn’t know. That didn’t make any 
difference. I loved her all right. I knew that for 
certain since this morning when her looking at me like 
that went through me like a knife, and I just meant 
to tell her so. 

Difficulty was how to address her. 

“ Dear madam ! ” Too much like a shop acknow- 
ledging an esteemed cheque. 

*' Young lady ? ” No ; the way some people call 
out to the waitress in a tea-room. 

" Jill ” was my own little name for her, but that 
wouldn’t do straight away, of course. 

Pity there's no translating the French way of be- 
ginning ” Mademoiselle f ” which is pretty and re- 
spectful and yet might be taken in an affectionate 
sense as well ; “ ma demoiselle " — " my lady " ! That 
was what she meant to me, after all. Well ! Why not ? 
Having got that start, I could begin scribbling away 
my pad with the fountain-pen I’d kept right from 
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the beginning of the war (not so surprising perhaps, 
when you consider how few letters I’d had to write). 

I wrote now, and, Jove, I found I was making up 
for those reams I hadn't written before to those foils 
at home that 1 hadn’t got. I found mjnself doing 
what I never thought I should do in this world, 
putting down on paper things I’d not mentioned to 
a living soul. Funny, wa.sn’t it ? To this little maiden 
that I didn't know anything about except that she 
passed down a certain street every morning wearing 
a purple hat and carrying a bro\vn leather case, and 
that she’d turned me down with a crash, for venturing 
to say “ good morning ” to her — to this girl I ilnrote 
as I’d never talked to Tim Harrison, all the years we 
were pals. I couldn’t have told him what I told her 
in that letter. 

I put : 

My Little Lady, 

Please read this letter. There is nothing in it that I would 
not put if you were a princess and I were a boot-black, 
so you need not be afraid that it won’t be respectful enough, 
even if it is outraging all the conventionalities for me 
to write to you at all. 

Please let me tell you a story. I think it’s going to 
be easier to explain to you that way, and even if you do 
laugh it will be better than having you angry with ms 
and thinking you thought I thought aU kinds of things. 
Please excuse grammar. Here’s the story. 

Once upon a time there was a boy called Jack Smith — 
rummy little chap — and he had dreams. He dreamt of 
a little island sonuwhere by where the dawH lives. It 
had a wonderful little lagoon in the middle and it was a 
wonderftU li^e island altogether. 
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Here I chucked writing for a minute and sort of 
went back into those long-ago dreams of mine. Tlmy 
seemed to rise up like a rosy mist that hid my lodging- 
house sitting-room with the incandescent gas-bracket 
and the mustard-coloured wall-paper and my dis- 
reputable old overcoat hanging on the door and the 
souvenir shell-case that Td got hold of at Lille, on the 
mantelpiece. Funny what different places we live in, 
in everyday life, to the places we wonder about in 
our minds, but never talk about. But I had to tell 
the little girl about my island. 

I wrote on : 

> 

Most of it came out of books, I expect, but it seemed 
as if it belonged to him. Its waters were aU opally 
because of the dawn, and it had white sand, all sparkly, 
and thousands of little pink shells. The grass and the 
trees were just there without being real ^because grass 
wasn't beautiful enough. The tips of some of the little 
feathery trees were just uncurling, and there were bracken- 
fronds softly standing like fairies going to rub their 
eyes all dewy in the dawn. It always was dawn there, 
you see ; sunrise. Please do not laugh. 

No one was to really come to this island of his because 
they might have trodden on the pink shells and spoilt 
the white sands and left footmarks and shadows, and 
this boy didn’t want them. But somehow he always 
knew some one was going to be there without walking 
about. Someone rather 'like fairy princesses and mer- 
maids, only not so far away. A girl ! 

And one day in his dream she came and just was. 
He didn't see her face. She didn’t ever talk, but some- 
how she just " was " a little more. It seemed to him so 
extraordinarily wonderful that I simply can’t explain it. 
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He actuaUy criei a hit when he woke up [he was a 
rummy UtUe chap) because he knew that without this 
girl of his corning true [even if the island was only a 
dream) he would have to be londy all his life. 

Then he had to go to school and think about plenty 
of other tilings, not dreams. But he remembered the 
dreams, sometimes in the middle of prep, and that sort 
of thing. Any night he might see her again. 

He actuaUy put it in his prayers he prayed so hard, 
such breathless whispers, that she would be again. In 
the morning she hadn’t been. 

He never used to forget her, and didn’t want to do 
rotten things when some of the other boys did, because 
she was so wonderful. By this time he had just one 
great, great pal of his own, but he couldn’t have let 
even that pal on to the island. 

Then he grew up to he a big chap ; a chap like every- 
body else. There are tiiousands like him all over the 
country, though perhaps not quite so lonely. Even 
when he was eighteen and nineteen, he never forgot or 
stopped hoping about the dream-girl that might be. He 
hadn’t seen her face, but he had a name for her, a silly 
little pet name : " Jill,” because his name was ” Jack.” 
And because of the dawn island where he’d dreamt her 
first, he used to love the sunrise which meant her. 

Sometimes in those muddy, ghostly dawns in France, 
where pale, unshaven faces stared at others hardly sure 
if they were dead or dreamt or still alive and real, ^is boy 
would try to get away a bit and watch the sky and hofie 
ihat perhaps he wouldn’t get kitted before he saw Mts 
dream-isiand girl of his. 

Well, he was left alive and he did see her at last. He 
Passed her in the street in London, and for the first 
time he saw her face. Then he saw it every day. Quite 
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soon he knew it must be her, though she didn't recognise 
him, didn't see him. He wds sure, though, because he 
feU this was the one girl who could stop him from being 
lonely any more, even though he'd lost that great pal of 
his. They were- meant to he friends {he and she), he 
thought, because he felt so utterly happy to see her. It 
made no difference that they hadn’t spoken yet. But at 
last he had to speak. 

That was this morning. 

Here I turned over the sixth fresh page of my pa^* 
Jove, what a screed ! Was it what a girl would under- 
• stand, I wondered ? 

I dug my teeth into my old pipe, for now I was 
coming down to brass tacks. Funny how absolutely 
convinced I felt that here, after four years of war and 
all ! was “ the ” fight of my life. Me, against the odds 
that kept me from knowing that girl. 

Little lady, I put, you know what happened. I 
spoke, and you thought I was just trying to be "fresh '' ? 
Perhaps if you’ve • read this rigmarole so far you’ll 
know how I reaUy looked upon you. An ideal come to 
life, a dream that happened at last. I was clumsy ; I 
didn’t know what to do, and I made a false start. Could 
you forgive me ? Could you let me start fair ? 

Have you any brothers that I could get to know? 
Or any relations who could " vet.’’ me, so to speak, arid 
who could decide whether I were the sort of man who 
could be allowed, to cell upon you ? Couldn't th^ let 
me be about with them for a time first, while I was on 
my probation ? 

J don’t want to " swank,” but I’d like to say this for 
myself, if I may — there is nothing I would mind any 
-■friend of yours looking into about me, either at my job 
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{of which rU enclose the address) or while I was serving. 
My Squadron Commander (/ put his name) would say 
^word for me any day, I know. ' 

^Just the chance of meeting you, that’s whcd I ward. 
I can’t let you pass while I wait there dumb and hdp- 
les^ watching you out of thy sight, out of my life} Please, 
please, can't you let me have a shred of something to 
hope for? If you’ll look at me next time, just for the 
merest instant, I shall take it that you will give me — not 
a promise that there’ll ever be anything more, hut just 
that chance. ' . < 

It would mean everything to me. 

For I am yours. 

Jack Smith. 


Then I stared at the “ reams ” I’d written. But I 
wasn’t going to read them over. I knew what was in 
’em. Just all my heart. 

Funny how natural it seemed, just at that moment ! 
Nothing far-fetched or even too idiotically seatimental 
about it. It seemed a perfectly simple solution. I 
was going to put that letter into an envelope and 
fasten it up with an old-fashioned seal of my mother’s. 
In the morning I was going to give it to my landlady’s 
small boy. He’s a decent kid, a boy scout, mad keen 
on soldiering, who makes himself into a regular bat- 
man for me. I meant to tell him : “ Stanley, you 
will stand by in full patrol order as soon as I go out. 
You will follow me at twenty paces. When I pass a 
young lady in a purple hat I shall lift my stick as a 
signal to you. Upon coming up to her you will stop, 
salute smartly, and hand her the note.” 

That, I felt certain, was going to come ofi all right. 
9ie’d read and imderstand ; she’d give me my chance. 
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We Musi be meant to meet I I was as sure of that as 
I’d always been sure that we should get the Germans 
licked. I felt happy all over; again that rosy mist 
filled my room, wiping out everything that wasn’t 
just a joyous lovely dream of her and me together. . . . 

Funny how one can get oneself swept off one’s feet 
and into the middle of a day-dream like that at heaven 
only knows what an altitude ! Then, suddenly, 
quicker than any ’plane can crash to earth — down, 
down one comes with a bang to everyday life, to 
realise that one had been soaring in a fool’s paradise,A 
and that things one thought were natural enough, were 
quite impossible after all. . . . 

A trifle can do the trick. In my case, now, what a 
little thing started to let me down with a rush ! 

Just a knock at my sitting-room door. Jumping up, 
I called, " G)me in ! ” 



CHAPTER IV 

The Man who got on with the Girls 


** The more^ you have knovm of the others, 

The less you will settle to one/* 

— Kipling^ 

THE BOY’S STORY 


The man who came in was that fellow from the office 
that I’ve told you about — gets on so well with girls. 

Grantham his name is, nicknamed " Slim." He’s 
a long-legged, go-ey, merry sort of chap. Came in, 
laughing all over his face as usual, to ask me, " Say, old 
horse ! Got a quid you could lend me till to-morrow ? 
Came out, found I hadn’t a cent left on me, and I've 
got to have a taxi. I’m taking a girl on to a dance." 

He was in evening things under his old belted trench 
Burberry, cut very full and rather short ; he’s the 
sort of chap who’d think a bit about how much of his 
khaki breeches showed beneath his coat. Things I 
never can f 'e are worth bothering about myself. But 
then, you coaldn’t find two chaps who were less alike 
than Slim Grantham and me. As different in our 
ways as chalk from cheese ; absolutely. 

He’s only four years older ; but he had those four 
years out in Canada ; that’s where he gotJiis way of 
talking, and his easy way of making friends, I suppose. 
These Canadians are pretty wonderful ; they hang on 
to all the " traditions ” of the Old Country, plus the 
pep and ginger and go of the Yanks they live next door 
to. Although he’s only lived in London since the 
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war, his time ofi from the office is simply honey- 
combed with engagements; you never knew such a 
thing. One day he left the cover of his writing-pad 
at the office, and you can imagine how the fellows 
chipped him. For on the maigin of it was just one 
long list of names neatly jotted down : 

" Eileen, 

Rose, 

Green Chartreuse frock (find out name), 
Uiggie, 

Dorothy M.'' 

and so on, with a little tick against those of them tha% 
he’d written to ; and then his engagements for Satur- 
day, " Lunch, Brice’s, 2.30. ‘ Hullo, America,’ E. 

Call for M. at 6. Dance 9.30, Ms, R. and G.” 

He seems to bring with him wherever he goes a 
sort of feeling of having what he calls ” a whale of a 
time,” and it's always with a lot of girls as well as 
fellows. You can sort of ... I don’t know whether 
it’s ” feel ” or “ breathe ” the background of girls’ 
laughter, girls’ bright frocks, girls’ scented face- 
powder, girls’ pretty teasing voices crying, " Now, Mr. 
Grantham,” and buzzing about him. That’s what I 
seem to catch, anyhow. There’s always a bunch of 
them, and they’re always laughing, enjo5nng life with 
plenty of noise and colour. There’s a memory of 
their pattering httle high-heeled shoes in the bits of 
tunes Slim hums as he lounges in. ” Give me the 
Moonlight, give me the Girl — and leave the rest — to — 
me!" “ The ” girl' meaning just the girl he 
happens to like best at the moment, you understand ; 
Eileen, or Dorothy, or the one in the green frock. 
And what makes him particularly keen on any girl — 
I've heard him say this himself — ^is seeing that some 
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other fellow is keen too. Then he wants to cut him 
out ; dance with her himself. After which the 
interest drifts to the next pretty face he sees that 
isn’t looking at him. He's a nice fellow all right, 
but that's what he’s like ; looks upon love as some- 
thing rollicking and amusing; a game. That’s his 
atmosphere. He brings it with him everywhere. 

So now . . . now d’you see what it meant when 
Slim Grantham broke bang into the middle of that 
dream where I’d lost myself ? 

It seemed as if upon some fairy scoie a thousand 
glaring lights of everyday had gone up with a " dick." 
My island, my feathery palm trees, my beach where 
1 walked softly on the sparkly sands beside my little 
lady. . . . Away they went, like that ! leaving me 
feeling no end of a fool in my ugly little room with 
the incandescent gas and the papers littering my 
table. I sort of dutched them — ^the, sheets of paper — 
all together as I got to my feet. 

“ Hullo Slim ; good evening,” I beard myself say 
in a flat kind of voice. " What’s that, lend you a 
quid ? Right you are — at least I think I’ve got a 
note in here," and I began fumbling in my jacket 
pocket for my case. 

I handed it to him and heard him burst out laughing 
before I saw I’d given him my empty tobacco- 
pouch. 

" Wool-gathering, eh ? ’’ said Slim. " Bad sign 
that I ’’ and then he twisted liis head to one side and 
screwed his mouth up in a way he has that makes him 
look like the pictures of jesters in cap-and-bclls. He 
was cocking an eye at all those written sheets of paper 
some in my hand, some on the table. 

" By George ! " he said.. “ I’d have to love the girl 
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seme before I sat down and reeled off a yam of that 
length to hCT, Jack ! '* 

At this I felt I’d have given a month’s pay for him 
not to have come in and sem what I i^as doing. It 
se^ed to show me to myself, all of a sudden, as the 
champion ass I’d been. “ A yam ”... It was 
a 3^m! . . . Cold and yet mad-angry I felt with 
him all in one spurt. I turned from getting out the 
right case this time and barked out at him : ” Who 
says I’m writing to a girl at all ? ” 

I suppose 1 couldn’t have sounded as angry aa...I 
was. Slim just laughed quite pleasantly from where 
he sat on the comer of the table, swinging his long 
black-trousered legs. 

" Why, if one doesn’t write at that length to one’s 
best girl,” he laughed, ” why spend one’s time writing 
at all ? ” 

*' Best girl,” I thought, and I wondered what he’d 
say if he knew who she was and what was in the letter, 
and I thought I could guess how he’d laugh and what 
a prize idiot he’d think me. ... 

So I was. 

Yarning away like that to a girl I knew nothing 
about ! (Probably engaged.) She’d laugh too ; and 
small blame to her. Anybody would laugh. I 
seemed to hear everybody doing it ; in high-pitched 
girlish giggles that went through me. 

I can’t tell you how rotten it all felt. 

Well, I pulled myself together and said (I think 
perfectly naturally), " As it happens I’ve been copying 
out my notes,” here I did get all the pages together 
into my hand, ” from those lectures for the signalling 
exams.” 

” Mouldy sort of way of spending an evening, isn’t 
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it ? said Slim, taking out a dgarette and knocking it 
against his case ; a silver case vnth a maple leaf and 
no end of curly flouri^es and things all over it— some 
girl's idea of a lovely present for a man, I expect. 
"You ought to be dancing, man. Pity you don’t 
fox-trot ; I’d have taken you along with me now. 
Why don’t you learn ? Go to classes. Guinea for ten. 
Well worth it. Jack. I’ll give you the address of a girl 
in Ealing who’d maJce you into the Jazz King in one 
week. No ? Please yourself ; you miss a lot, I tell you.’’ 

' " Tastes difier,’’ I said, as off-handedly as I could, 
and feeling rottener than ever ; left out of everything. 
" I don’t think I'd care for dancing, and I don’t get 
on with strangers. Slim. I’m not like you. . . . the 
’ady you’re taking to the dance, if it’s fair to ask ? ’’ 
I went on, tr3nng to pull his leg for a bit of a diange, 
"is it t‘ie one in the Chartreuse-coloured frock whose 
n -me you don’t know ? ’’ 

‘ Aha ! But I do know,- as it happens,’’ says Slim 
Vv.'tl" a perky little tilt of his fair head. " Found that 
ou<- all right the day after I met her. You know 
Binks and I met her at that subscription dance at the 
Caliph Rooms last Friday week. I was dancing with 
Gwladys at the time (Binks’ cousin) and I saw this 
beauteous brunette sail into the rooms with her little 
crowd. ‘ Hul-to,’ says I, ‘ there’s a bully girl.’ Gwladys 
says, ‘ Which ? The one in green ? Can't say 
I admire your taste.’ (You know how beastly 
jealous a girl is of any other girl ha-ving a man look 
at her ! ) — Perhaps,’ says Miss Gwlad}^, ‘ you’d 
like a dance with her}’ * I should,’ says I, and the 
very minute the waltz -was over I march straight 
up to the nymph in green and say, ' May I have the 
next, please ? ’ ’’ 
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I looked at Slim ; Idling myself how little I cared 
how he got to know all these blessed girls of his who 
make such a fuss about him. But at the same time 1 
couldn’t help asking him, Who introduced you ? ” 

” Ah, get back to the Ark,” laughed Slim. ” She 
was with several people ; a naval Johnny and an aunt 
in black and glitters, and some other girls. I simply 
took on as if 1 knew the lot of them from their cradles. 
There’s nothing like absolute neck to carry you 
through. This wench just gave me a little look, and 
a laugh. She danced with me all ri^t ; danced 
divinely, too. Wouldn't tell me her name, though. 
Said, But surely you can't have forgotten it, if you 
know all of us ! You'd better get somebody to remind 
you.’ Some kid.” 

His laughing cheery talk seemed to make that room 
of mine dreaner every minute, and me. Jack Smith, 
mpre of a stick-in-the-mud and hopeless dud. Me 
with my dream-islands and a make-believe girl because 
I didn’t know how to get a real one to look at me ! 
1 confess I was beginning to feel mad envious of this 
chap. People always go on as if it were only girls 
who as Slim says are beastly jealous becatise other 
girls get all the attention from men. I can tell you 
that a fellow feels just as hurt and jealous when he 
sees other men getting everything from girls and 
himself nothing at all. Funny how I felt it then ; I 
felt it worse with every word Slim told me as he sat 
there smoking, swinging his legs, waiting (because it 
was still early) for the time to go on and call for this 
girl. She lived in a big house. Slim said, Bayswater 
way. 

” How I found out was from the girl who gives the 
evening fox-trot class in Ealing,” he said. " In the 



THE MAN WHO GOT ON WITH THE GIRLS 39 

afternoons ^e's instructress at those rooms where the 
dances are. So on the Saturday I turned up at the 
rooms with Gwladys's little silk bag of tricks she’d 
given me to hold and forgotten, with her powder- 
box and lip-stick and what not. I showed it to the 
instructress girl, and, says 1 , ‘ Here’s this bag belonging 

to Miss ^ah, what is her name ? Miss — ^Miss ’ 

I snapped my fingers and said I should think of it in 
a minute. ’ She comes to the classes here,' I said. 
‘ She’s dark, with very black eyes, and — diet's see— 
she wears an evening frock just the colour of green 
Chartreuse.’ ‘ Ah ! I know the one you mean,’ says 
the instructress. ‘ It’s Miss Carteret, Phyllis Carteret, 
isn’t it ? ’ ‘ That's the one,’ I said, slapping my knee, 

‘ Miss Phyllis Carteret ' — as if she and I had been 
pally from the year minus, ' only now I’ve forgotten 
the address.’ So the little instructress told me, and 
I rang up and asked if I might call, and — ^well, that 
was that. They’re topping people. Give you a 
whale of a time. I’ll be getting along there in ten 
minutes.” 

I sat looking at him ; me, with that— that balmy 
sort of love-letter in my hand and him talking away 
as if it were nothing of how he’d managed to make 
friends with the latest of his pretty girls, for, as I’ve 
told you, she’s just one of the many. 

How does he do it ? How does he bring himself 
to have the absolute nerve ? 

I said in a stupid kind of way, ” You know, you are 
the Umit.” 

He laughed. " Quel impudence, eh ? But there’s 
no getting over it that impudence goes down with 
girls.” 

I thought again of the proud little face of the girl 



40 SWEETHEARTS UNMET 

to whom I'd spoken. I said, " Not with all of them. 
Slim.” 

He pulled that jester face at me again. ” Ah ! 
Seen thinking over it ? I guess you’ll have to come 
to me for some tips, then, old horse. Look here, I 
believe you take things trap seriously ” 

I muttered something about not taking an3rthing 
at all, that way. . . . 

He went on, looking at me quite kindly, as if he 
wanted to help. “ See here. Jack. Girls don't want 
a fellow too sentimental. That’s what you'd be, T 
bet. Girls don’t want you too darned dignified and 
' grown-up ' either. Not nowadays. It's gone out 
since the war. There’s no time. Devotion, and all 
that, it’s ” 

He tossed his cigarette into my little grate. 

“ Devotion's ‘ off,' ” declared Slim, getting up. 
*' No girl wants a fellow mooning after her at a respect- 
ful distance for iimpty-twa years, which would be 
about your pace, my son. Girls are out for a good 
time, and all they can squeeze into it. They like a 
feUow to be the same. They want him jolly and on 
the spot and ‘ on ’ to all their own little ways. They 
don’t think much of a chap who’s too unsophisticated. 
They’re like that. All girls ; yes, don’t waggle your 
old head as if you thought you’d got hold of some new 
brand ” 

" Got hold — ^good Lord,” I laughed, biting the stem 
of my old pipe nearly through with exas{>eration. 
** I tell you I don’t even know any blessed girls, new 
* brand ’ or old.” 

“ There’s where you make your mistake, then, son,” 
said Slim, nodding as he stood there, his head nearly 
up to the gas-bracket and his fist on the belt of that 
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skirted coat that made him look as waisty as a woman 
or a Highlander. You get to know all the girls you 
can fancy. Every girl you meet helps to put you wise 
about the next fair n3rmph who’s going to turn up.” 

As if I did ” meet,” you know. As if any did “ trim 
up”! 

Slim said, “ The more you know about 'em, the 
more you can do with ’em. Alors, cela c’est ula ; 
that’s that in war-French. And the more you can 
get on with girls, the better time you’re going to have 
in this wicked old world of ours. What girls ? Any 
girls, man I You wouldn’t believe what a little 
difference there is in 'em — except, of course, looks. 
I don’t go in for poetry myself, but here’s some that 
I think is hog-sense : 

* Ani the things that you learn from the yellow and 
brown 

They'll help you a lot with the white / ' ” 

I said (feeling puce-mad with him and Mr. Rudyard 
Kipling and myself and the whole earth), “ I don’t 
see what that’s got to do with it or anything else ; 
I don’t see what it means.” 

Slim Grantham looked at me, quite serious and 
straight, this time. He suddenly put his hand on 
my shoulder, gave me a rum little qmck pat, said in 
a hurried kind of way, ” You wouldn’t. Jack.” Then 
he pulled down his coat and slung his muffler round 
his neck again, whistling softly. 

" I'll be getting along. Where’s my stick ? And 
see here, now ! Would you like me to introduce you 
to some folks next Sunday some time ? I believe 
you’d like young Gwladys. Nice kid. Trds gentille. 
Inclined to be jealous; but — ^well, you’d get on all 
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right. Yes; 1*11 fix that up later for you. . . . Afraid 
I’ve no time now to go on being” — ^he laughed 
again — " * the Child's. Guide to Knowledge,’ but look 
here, buck up ; come and have one with me round the 
corper. There is just time for that, and I want some 
change out of this note of yours. Mustn’t keep the 
lady waiting while a taxi-driv^ fmnbles for silver, 
y'know. Keeping her waiting — that's the one crime 
on this earth no girl forgives a man. Get your hat.” 

He ran downstairs, whistling his favourite tune of 
" Give me the Moonlight, give me the Girl," while "I 
turned the gas lo^y. My ceiling grew all rosy with 
firelight then, for there was a good glow behind the 
bars at last. 

I saw that, and then — well, you can guess what I 
did. My letter; the six or seven sheets of that 
ridiculous yam of a love-lett^of mine. I’d make sure 
that nobody would ever la^h at that, and that it 
shouldn’t even remind me again of what an ass I'd 
nearly made of myself. I’d settle that. I snatched 
up the papers, crumpled the lot into a ball. Down 
I rammed it into the hottest and reddest bit of my 
fire ; thrusting it well in with the stumpy poker. 
Up it blazed, the leaves unfolding again under the 
flames. On the paper that showed up all orange 
against the black ink I saw, for a second, bits of the 
sentences I’d written an hour ago. 

“ My Little Lady. . 

"It was a wonderful little island — someone rather like 
fairy princesses. . . .” 

That blazed; then the leaves turned brittle and 
crackly and pale-grey, and on one of those writhing. 
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rustling grey sheets I saw for a monaeat in movir^ 
letters of flame the sentence, "for I am yours. Jack." 

It went out ; black. It was all gone. So was my 
mo6d‘^ imagining that there was any sense in going 
on like that. 

The ideal. . . . Dreams come true. . . . Such tosh ! 

You see, I was in a .very different mood now. 

All those weeks of lonely brooding, then the night 
of ke3nng myself up to try and make a start with the 
girl in the purple hat, then the whole day of being 
stung and wretched because the little girl cut me, 
then the pouring of my whole secret heart into that 
letter, then the jolt of Slim’s barging in just there, 
then all his sensible remarks about girls ; " tips ’* 

from a chap who certainly ought to know all about 
’em if anyone ought — well, all these things had piled 
themselves up on top oLpach other to make the new 
mood. 

I suppose it was what they call " reaction ” ? It 
wasn’t at all pretty, I tell you. Made me hate my- 
self all the time I was. in the middle of it. It was 
just “ Well, I don’t care if it snows ; I’ve been on the 
wrong tack, but here’s where I bank and slew round 
again. I’m in for just anything that’s going. Fellows 
like Slim — ^why should they go about having whales 
of times just because they’ve learnt how to get on with 
girls ? Can’t I learn ? The next girl that looks at 
me I’ll speak to. Any girl that speaks to me to-night 
— the first girl — I’ll talk to her, this time ! ” 

As I legged it downstairs after Slim, that was what 
I'd come to ! 



CHAPTER V 

Moonlight — ^and Three Words 

" No company ? Welcome trumpery." 

— Irish Proverb. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

Bright, frosty moonlight outside ! Might have bee».: 
turned on specially for Slim’s benefit with that eterneJ 
song of his, I thought, as -we went to have our drink 
in the bar of Paddington Station. 

We were coming out just as a taxi buzzed up to the 
station. Slim grabbed it before you could say “ knife,” 
but not before he'd lent a hand and got a very sweet 
smile from the young Red Cross nurse who'd driven 
up in it. Then he nipped in (“ Cheer-oh, old horse ! ”) 
and off he whisked to Bayswater to call for that 
beauteous brunette of his. 

I s’pose he thought that his pal, the stick-in-the-mud 
and steady-going old horse, was now going to plod 
stolidly back home again to his notes on Railway 
Signalling ? 

But not I. Not much. Not on this glorious moon- 
light night, with the air like iced wine at one’s lips 
and one's blood up with resentment and restlessness 
and devil-may-caiishness for once. . . , 

I wasn’t going in. 1 turned to walk at a good pace 
along Edgware Road to Oxford Street. Such a night 1 
The full moon sailed a sky that was as clear as a black 
mirror, and even the very brightest of thousands of 
stars turned to pale specks in its light. And, under- 
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neath, the London pavement shone polished as a ball^ 
room floor, and the London lights seemed rosy and 
radiant, and Selfridge’s buildings towered above them 
like a fairy palace, and everything looked wonderful 
and unreal and absolutely unlike what it had been in 
daylight. I don't know if the moon and the iced 
night breezes had got into my head. ... It couldn’t 
have been that one very small pink gin I’d had with 
Slim. . . . But as I strode quickly along towards 
Oxford Circus I felt that I was for the moment as imlike 
my daylight self as the London streets. I felt just 
mad for Adventure of some sort. I was all “ revved 
up ” for it, as we’d say in the squadron, and, Jove, 1 
was sorry there was no more chance of a raid over 
London. Just the night for it ! What I’d have given 
to be back again, with the Raffs and the war still on I 
To be up to-night ... to have something happening, 
instead of just the office and nothing . . . 

Between my teeth I started to whistle Slim’s tune, 
" Give me the Moonlight ” 

How topping the moon would look on a sea through 
the palm-trees of an island ! The little face of my 
dream-lady against shimmering waves came sliding 
into my mind again. . . . 

Here, none of that / I stopped it, squashed it, 
trampled on it, as it were, with ammrmition boots to 
crush it back out of my thoughts. I strode along, 
and turned my eyes away from the clear skies to the 
street lamps and the people passing or coming my 
way. . . . 

Already I think I’d seen a girl in a white fur that 
stood out all bushy about her face, craning towards 
me. She’d passed along towards Marble Arch. Then 
I heard the click of heels behind me, and I saw the 
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white fur above a dark coat passing me quickly again. 
Just a little later she was coming again towards me. 
^e was looking up at me. 

Funny how that suddenly made me feel quite groggy 
and at the same time rather bucked. 

As she came nearer, she lifted her face under the 
light she passed and smiled at me. The lamp-light 
sent the shade of her hat right over the top part of 
her face so that one just saw the tip of her nose, her 
chin, and her smiling mouth. 

Once when we were in training on the downs I saw 
a clump of scarlet poppies growing out of a patch of 
white chalk. This girl’s mouth reminded me of those 
poppies. 

I hardly know how to tell you, but my heart thumped 
hard, and I remembered what I’d been thinking in 
my room about the very next girl who spoke to 
ni6* ■ • • 

Decent enough fellows seemed to see nothing appal- 
ling in this thing. Matter of taste. Somehow it had 
always made me feel a bit sick and sorry myself — ^up 
to now. But now, on this particular evening, I — 
yes, I slackened the pace. I — the over-excited and 
reckless " I ” of that rotten new mood — I hoped she’d 
speak. 

She came on. Some people walking together got 
in front of her for a moment. Then they passed and 
she came close up, so close that the icy clean air 
seemed suddenly fidl of ^ent like a pot of musk in a 
shut-up room. This came from her white furs as she 
gave them a toss. 

Then she did speak. 

She said, in a Cockney voice that sounded quite 
soft and coaxing, three words which — ^well, if you 
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remember what had been rankling in me for weeks 
past, if you'll think of the office and my rooms and 
Tim Harrison gone and my dreams aU a wash-out, 
then you’ll perhaps realise that this girl in the street 
couldn't have found anything to say that would have 
gone home more direct. 

This girl’s voice asked me, " All alone, dearie ? " 

I don’t know what I said. I don’t know if I s<ud 
an3dhing ; don’t fancy 1 did. 1 think 1 must have 
turned to walk along beside her wherever she meant 
to go ; I’d taken a step, I think. 

And then just at that very moment, before I knew what 
was happening at all, I found myself gripped, pretty 
firmly, too, by the upper arm. Not by any woman’s 
hand either. And 1 was wheeled right about on the 
pavement as a man’s voice exclaimed in a hearty, 
cheeryoish sort of way : 

“ Hul-Zo ! Jack, my boy ! What d’you mean by 
keeping me waiting about like this ? Get a move on. 
Nip into the car ” 

A big green closed car was drawn up and chuff- 
chuffing away by the kerb. I was positively hustled 
towards it by the man who’d just marched up and 
clutched me by the biceps. He was a square-built, 
middle-aged man, I saw, in a fur-collared coat, this 
chap who'd called me right out loud by my Christian 
name, and he’d a beaky, clean-shaven face, rather 
pleasant. Only here was the queer part of it — ^I’d 
never set eyes upon it before in my life ! Who on 
earth was this, and what was he after ? 

I don’t know how he did it (I suppose it was because 
I'd had the wind knocked clean out of me by the cool 
way he’d taken me on the hop) ; but into that car I 
packed, and in he got beside me, after a word to the 
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chauffeur, and off we’d buzzed westwards (leaving 
the girl with the white fur and blade hat and poppy 
mouth gaping under the lamp) before I cotdd so much 
as get out my “ I say, dr, I think fere’s some mis- 
take ” 

The stranger gave a short laugh’ (quite a jolly- 
sounding sort of one) as he turned agj^nst the padding 
of that car towards me. 

“ No mistake at all, my lad,” hS* said cheerfully. 
" I know we don’t know each other, but we’re going 
to. My name’s Weatherby. I’m a doctor man, and 
you’re coming on with me to my pjace in Wimpole 
Street for a smoke and a chat. Curse if you like, but 
I’ve got something to say to you.” 

On we went to this big house of his in Wimpole 
Street. There in his top-hole smoking-room, in a huge 
arm-chair before the log-fire, he made me sit down and 
listen to what he’d got to say. It was the shortret 
but straightest talking to that I’dj,ever had, in the 
army or out of it. I needn’t go into what it was 
about. You can imagine it, of course, he being a 
doctor and all that. 

By the way, he’d been doctoring at the front for 
three years, he told me ; and — funny thing ! — ^it 
turned out that he’d actually met my sqtiadron- 
commander, and knew all about what a topping fine 
chap he was. I tell you I soon began quite to enjoy 
this evening that had started out so differently. He, 
Doctor Weatherby, knewmore than a bit about sport, 
too, and showed me some of his pots out of the comer 
cupboard, and asked mo about what I went in for, 
and we yarned away about rowing, and about boxing, 
on which he seems as keen as mustard, so of course we 
got on like a house on fire about that. 
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Jolly interesting he was about the way {n^es- 
sionalism jjseems to rot everythii^ it touches, and 
about just why it is that when an3^ing fine and 
sporting is brought ofi in any line it's pretty well 
certain to be by an amateur. 

Awfully decent he was to me. You can’t guess how 
different and how much more cheery eveiy thing 
seemed to me again, after we'd been chatting for a 
bit. Not just the " straight-talk ” part, I mean, 
but the lot of it. 

When it struck half-past ten he said he was going 
to pack me off. 

*' I’m a busy man, you know. My time’s pretty 
well filled as a rule, but I’ve taken a fancy to you, 
young Jack. Curious I hit on your name ; I might 
have said Tom or Harry." 

He let me out himself. He said, " The fact is, 
you’re just about the age and build and fighting weight 
of my own fellow — skilled in sixteen. That’s how 
I happened to notice you as I passed in the car. So — 
sooner than spend your evenings that way, come in 
and smoke a pipe. . . . Ring me up any time. . . . 
So long, lad." 

As I went out again into the frosty night air ai\d the 
streets under the moonlight I felt that at least I’d 
made a jolly good friend. Quite bucked, I felt, even 
if I was walking back to my solitary digs all alone ! 

THE GIRL’S STORY 

All this evening I simply haven't been able to stop 
thinking about the Silver Badger. 

Of course, you see, I've had to make up my mind 
what I’d better do about to-morrow morning, when 
we always pass each other. It will be so horribly 

D 
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embarrassii^ after what happened to-day. He may 
not have thought of it again, 1 know. But X don't 
feel I can face him, even if it's only for the few seconds 
as we go by. 

Now the question is, am I to walk on the other side 
of the street from his, or am I to take the turning 
the Crescoit, which brings me out to the stopping-place 
of the bus another way, so that I miss him altogether ? 
Which ? 

I suppose walking on the opposite side would be 
rather sil|y, really. You can alwa}^ see people acros^ 
the street, especially if there's some reason that you'd 
better not ! Besides, it would look as if I were doing 
it on purpose. . . . 

I suppose I’d better do the other thing, and begin 
going round the other way, which will only take me 
about five minutes longer than the Silver Badger way. 
Yes ; I'll do that. It’s much the best plan. That’s 
settled, then. I shall never see him again. Much 
better, 1 told mysdf as I went off rather early to my 
room. 

The blind had been left up, and the moonlight was 
streaming in ; I love it so much that I hadn’t the 
heart to shut it out as I undressed. It made my very 
ordinary bedroom with Granny’s Victorian furniture 
that’s been left her look shadowy and mysterious and 
romantic. 

A great white latticed diamond of moonlight was 
flung through the window on to my carpet ; it ran up 
the wa^ in a wedge, catching the comer of my 
mahogany bed, and a strip of the dressing-table, 
which is all scrolls and curly-wiggles, like broccoli 
carved in wood. In my nightgown I moved towards 
the patch of light and saw the dim reflection of m 3 rself 
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move in the wardrobe ^ass ; my nightie was ghostly 
white and my two plaits were dark ropes hanging 
down it. 1 couldn't help being reminded of an old- 
fashioned sted engraving downstairs : " /uUet on the 
Bakony." 

But Juliet and her story are too sickemn^ unlike 
me and my no*story-at>all ! Who wouldn’t rather 
have hers and die the minute they married their 
Romeo ? He must have been wonderful. . . . Dark, 
though, as he was Italian. A fair man has a much 
sweeter expression. I think ; more l>oyi^, more 
lovable, more like the Silver 

There ! And I wasn't going to think about that 
Silver Badger again. 

But why not ? Since I shall never see him, there’s 
no harm in making up " supposings ” about — ^wdl, 
about an imaginary young man who just looked like 
him. 

Supposing we’d met. Supposing he actually fell 
in love with me, instead of being right outside my life 
(probably with some other girl at this moment). 
Supposing we were sweethearts, and engaged ! Sup- 
posing I were able to go out with him on a heavenly 
evening like this — ^not to the theatre, that would be 
such a waste of moonlight, but for a tramp, walking 
in step with him over some heath through the icy, 
clean air. We shouldn't talk very much. Just to be 
together would be so lovely, with his hand slipped 
through my arm and holding me just above the elbow, 
holding me a little tighter when we crossed the road, 
and making me feel 1 was being so well-looked-after, 
so loved 1 

Too good to be true ; too glorious to happen ever. 

Yet it does happen to girls. Some girls, other girls 
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lots and lots of girls, really. Girls who actually d(»i't 
seem to think much of it. . . . 

Oh ! Why was I made the kind of girl who minds 
so horribly being without love, since I’m evidently 
fated to die an old maid ? 

A tap at my bedroom door. 

Enter Grannie in her crimson cashmere dressing- 
gown and with her pretty grey hair all covered by a 
nun’s veiling cap. Dear Grannie, who is so entirely 
happy with her patience and her knitting and her 
ordering of Ronuk and Brasso for the beloved f umittire 
— shall I, when I’m her age, have stopped fretting over 
this eternal subject, shall I, too, be perfectly satisned 
with the blank da 5 rs, perfectly placid 

But as she came in I saw that Grannie wasn’t at 
all placid ; she was flurried and flushed and agitated 
about something. 

She didn’t even notice that my blinds were all 
up and the moonlight streaming into the bedroom, 
a thing that would usually strike her at once, as she 
has some superstition about the full moon being so 
bad for the brain, especially of young people. 

In she pattered with her dear old woolwork bedroom 
slippers, exclaiming in a voice that showed she was 
more flurried than she’d been since the never-to-be- 
forgotten day when we travelled up from the country ; 
” Oh, Julia ! My dear child ! My dear love ! I had 
no idea . . . Good gracious me, who would ever 
have thought of such a thing ? ” 

1 stared at her, noticing that she held a letter in her 
hand. 

“ What is it. Grannie, dear ? ” 

" I found it under the mat,” Grannie said breath- 
lessly. ” Jane must have overlooked it when she 
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taught in the post. It just shows how she sweeps. 
My dearie, what an extraordinary thing ” 

" But what. Grannie ? " 

'* You may well say so," said poor dear Grannie, 
sitting down with a little bump on my bed. " What, 
indeed I I've never realised, I suppose, that you were 
any older, really, than the dear little girl I taught to 

hem. And now — ^imagine ! Here’s a young man " 

She sort of fluttered the letter in her hand. 

" A yoimg man ? ” I exclaimed. 

" Yes,” panted Grannie. She looked at the letter, 
and for a moment words seemed to fail her. Then she 
found some. In a little rush she added, ” Wants to 
marry you ! ” 



CHAPTER VI 
The Letter that Came 

*' Take a woman’s first thoughts ; a man’s second.” 

— Axiom. 

THE GIRL'S STORY 
Can you guess my first thought ? 

It leapt, like a kitten towards a dancing sunbeam, 
at the conclusion of — the Silver Badger. 

What a shock of delight . . . how wonderful . . . 
how like a fairy-tale. . . . Yes, but of course it must 
be he who’d written to Grannie about me ! 

I thought— only " thought ” isn't quick enough to 
describe the way that this came to me in the second 
that I stood there staring — I thought, “ But how did 
he know who I was ? and where I was ? ” 

So quickly I felt at this extraordinary moment 
that I told myself, " I knew all the time that this 
was what he meant / I knew he was nice and that 
he liked me I They say that a woman hardly ever does 
make a mistake about that, and here I was, quite right I " 
I'd even time to wonder how the Silver Badger haul 
managed to find out about me. Had he followed me 
right down to the of&ce, perhaps, and got my address 
from there ? (What would Mr. Lewis think of that !) 
Or no ; had he watched me coming home and letting 
myself in at this front door ? But how had he got 
hold of Grannie's name ? 

Then all wondering wais drowned in a wann wave 
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of joy that swept right over me. . . . Imagine this ! 
The Silver Badger / . . . 

All this filled just the one second before Z managed 
to gasp, " What young man. Grannie ? Who is he ? ” 

" So very startling," murmiired Grannie, riiaking 
her night-capped head as she sat on my bed, holding 
the letter a long way off and peering at it, though I 
know she could not read a word without her spectacles 
and in that half-light. '* StUl, it*s a manly, con- 
siderate letter, I will say. Very nicely indeed he 
writes ” 

Here I felt that unless I were allowed to see that 
manly considerate letter of my Silver Badger's in 
another half minute I should scream. To think that 
I didn't yet know his name even ! Clutching at the 
bed-post in my excitement and curling up my ten bare 
toes where I stood, I cried out softly but quite violently 
“ Who writes ? ” 

'* Why, dear child,” said Grannie, as if she had 
already told me this, “ Mr. Lewis." 

••Mr. Lewis?"’ 

For another instant 1 didn’t take it in. Then it 
struck me. I heard myself gasp " Grannie ! You 
don't mean Mr. Lewis from the office ? ” 

" Yes, dear, of course. What other Mr. Lewis could 
it be ? ” 

" Oh I ” very slowly. I suppose I must for the 
first flash have imagined that " Lewis ” might be 
my Silver Badger's name too. " Oh ! ” 

The second before I had been thrilling under a warm 
wave of joy. Now in this next second I stood there 
all frozen. As before, thoughts raced through my 
mind so much more quickly than I could speak or 
move or do anything except feel. 
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Not “my” Silver Badger— not the Silv« Badger 
after all, then. Of course he hadn't written. He? 
Why should he write ? A perfectly strange young 
man I happened to pass in the street ? A young man 
that I’d snubbed ? How too absurdly ally of me to 
have fancied such a thing, even for an instant ! No 
wonder I felt stunned ; it was because I was so 
deadly ashamed of m3^elf for having been such an 
utter little donkey, even though it was only in the 
depths of my own heart that I’d imagined such 
nonsense. 

Slowly I took my hand away from the bed-post 
and sat down on the eider-dovm beside Grannie, 
tr5nng to collect myself and to sensibly about 

this other weird thing that apparently had really 
happened. . . . Mr. Lewis ! 

” Grannie, you said it was ‘ a young man.’ ” 

“ Yes, my love, young Mr. Lewis,” repeated Grannie, 
still in her bewildered voice. 

I told you that she always calls the head of our office 
that just because she was at school with his mother. 
I suppose the same sort of thing that made her see me 
still a child learning to hem makes her see Mr. Lewis 
just learning to shave himself ? “ Young ” Mr. 

Lewis, indeed ! How can I be expected to imagine 
his ever being young, even ages ago ? Why ! I used 
to see him at home at the Bank there when I vras 
quite a little girl, and he looked exactly the same then 
as he does now. He was always very kind to me. 
Once, when I broke my dolly’s china head, he brought 
me a lovely wax one from Carnarvon to stitch on to 
her sawdust body ; and he always used to say, ” Wdl ! 
How’s little Miss Julia to-day ? ” and to give me 
boxes of crystallised fruits. Whoi we met him again 
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in London he was just as kind, and at the office just 

the same. And now ! 

" What doM he saiy, Grannie ? ” 

“ He sa3rs — ^Julia, dear, turn up the light. Good 
gracious, my love, draw down the blinds. The moon 
is shining right on to your bed here ; what were you 
thinking about ? . . . There ! That is better. Now 
get into bed, do ; you are shivering. And no wonder. 
Why dorCt you wear that nice thick flannel bed-jacket 
I got on purpose for you these bitter nights ? . . . 
your death of cold . . . nothing next you but cob- 
webs . . . young people . . . dear, dear," sighed 
Grannie, who is such,a small little person even in her 
outdoor things tha#T can’t picture what would be 
left of her without those layers and layers that she 
wears of woollies. “ Now, here’s this letter. . . . 
Perhaps I had better read you parts of it.” 

She took her spectacle-case out of her dressing- 
gown pocket, put on her glasses and began to 
read. 


•' My Dear Mrs. Parry, 

” You may perhaps be surprised at what I am about to 
ask you in this letter ; it is, briefly, to request your 
sanction for my paying my addresses to your grand- 
daughter, Miss Julia, 

” I know that this will appear a little sudden, but cir- 
cumstances seem to be altering so quickly at the present 
time that one flnds oneself c^apting one's own arrange- 
ments to those changes ” 

" What he meams by that I don’t just make out,” 
put in Grannie ; ” but I alwajrs think gentlemen's 
wa3rs of expressing themselves are so difficult I The 
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letter goes on about ' the long friendship between our 
families.’ Dear me, yes! It seems only yesterday 
that I was at school playing ‘ Mentra Gwen ’ with 
variations as a duet with little Nesta Lewis — ^Nesta 
Morgan that was, his poor mother I And then there’s 
about his ' regard ’ for you, Julia, and what he thinks 
of you.” 

” What does he ? ” I couldn’t help asking. 

But Grannie answered primly, " ‘ Praise to the face 
is open disgrace ’ ; I needn’t read that, but I can see 
he is sincere, the young man. He will tell you hims^, 
I expect. He ends up — 

" With your permission, I will call to-morrow {Sunday 
afternoon), about four o’clock, when I shall endeavour 
to come to an understanding with the young lady ; and 
in any case I hope to remain, dear Mrs. Parry, 

” Yours ever most sincerely, 

" David E. Lewis.” 

And now I come to what he’s like, this Mr. David 
E. Lewis, who has sent this letter that’s come into our 
quiet home like a thunderbolt. 

He’s the last person you would connect vrith 
thunderbolts or excitement or suddenness of any 
sort. 

But what is he like ? 

I’ve been thinking that over for this last hour that 
I haven’t been able to sleep. 

You know it’s very difficult to know what a person 
really is like when you’ve been accustomed to the 
sight of them all your life. Just as most people never 
seem able to describe the appearance of their own 
brothers and sisters! Mr. Lewis might be an elder 
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brother to me ; or no, more like an unde, since he 
seons much too old to be any brother of mine. 

Forty-eight. . . . 

1 suppose that isn’t really old, even if nobody but 
Grannie could call it young? I suppose it’s quite 
ordinary for a man to begin to want to get married 
then ? How late in the day it does seem 

Or am I no judge of ages to fall in love at ? 

People seem to consider that a man, even if he’s 
elderly, isn’t nearly as much so as a woman of the 
same age. Why is this ? 1 should have thought 
that once they were sort of past falling in love or any 
kind of fun (say, at about twenty-eight), it wouldn’t 
matter if they were a man or a woman ! 

But I was going to try and think of Mr. Lewis (who 
evidently thinks a man isn't ever " past ” anything). 
I was going to try and think of him as if he were some 
perfect stranger that I’d only just met. Then I shall 
perhaps get some sort of a fresh impression. 

A man of forty-eight ; has been partner in a bank in 
Wales ; came up to London when war broke out and 
worked in one of these " Control ” offices, of which he 
is now head. A business-like man, I think they call 
it. Very particular about things being properly 
done. But " kindness itself," as Grannie once said 
of him. 

Looks — I suppose after all he’s not bad looking. 

Figure : not very tall, but he couldn’t be called a 
short man. Medium. Not stout, either, though he 
does move rather slowly and all in one piece, as it 
were. I’ve always liked watching soldiers move about 
quickly and lightly, as if their bodies weren’t any 
weight to them even if they were big men ; I’ve liked 
to see them nice shapes. 
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Or am 1 faddy ? Is figure in a man just an unim> 
portant detail after all ? 

Face : *' such a kind face is the first thing you’d 
notice about Mr. Lewis, I'm sore. But that’s ex- 
pression, I suppose. What about features ? 

Eyes : yes, those are nice, I remember. What 
colour ? Grey, I think. Very straight and honest- 
looking. Also kind. 

Nose : just ordinary. Not hooked or turned up or 
anything special that 1 can remember. 

Mouth : ordinary too. A moustache ; sort bf 
drabby-brown, the same colour as his hair. (He's 
not bad at all, really ; but his hair does grow rather 
far back, and there isn’t very much of it, of course. 
It’s always been parted in the same place at the side. 

Clothes : these I’ve not noticed much. Aren't 
men’s “ civvy ” clothes hideous ? Dull colours ! 
Ridiculous shapes, like lamp-glasses and covers for 
haystacks ! Might have been cut out of stair-carpet 
stuff on purpose to show how clumsy human beings 
can look if they try ! 

(Or eun I just without any sense of beauty }) 

But there’s a sort of dark blue, very thick overcoat 
that Mr. Lewis wears, with the same sort of bowler hat 
that he’s always had. . . . (It’s not his fault if he 
couldn’t get into khaki ; he did try under Lord Derby’s 
scheme.) And his boots and shoes are always par- 
ticularly nice ; this I am quite sure about, because 
one oi the girls at the office (the one who “ wants a 
joUy good time first before she gets engaged ”) told 
me so. 

Voice : yes, they say most Welshmen have nice- 
speaking voices, so I only really notice the men who 
haven’t, and the people at the office who say “ a 
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thaonsand paotinds ” — 1 do hate it so 1 A very kind 
voice, Mr. Lewis has, 1 expect. “ Kindness ’* again t 

Is there anything else to think of ... ? 

Only of what I’m going to say to-morrow afternoon 
to the man who goes about with this voice and over- 
coat and face and things that I’ve just described. 1 
couldn’t possibly marry him, of coiuse. How shall I 
tell him so that he won’t mind at all ? 

I shall think of something when the time comes. 
I couldn’t imagine marrying him, even though it is 
a little — (oo-hoo, what a yawn ! I am getting sl^py 
at last) — even though it is a tiny bit encouraging that 
anybody at all should want to many me. . . . 

(Or am I unnatural to feel that ?) 

My last thought as I dropped ofi to sleep long after 
the moon had set was, ” Ah, if it could have been the 
Silver Badger ! If only the impossible had happened, 
if only he’d ever thought of writing a letter about me 
at all — I wonder what sort of a letter the Silver Badger, 
would have written ? A lovely one, I’m sure ... a 
very different one. . . .” 



CHAPTER VII 
Second Thoughts 

*' Lots of girls just fall in love — ^with Love. Other girls just 
get engaged — ^to Getting Engaged.'* 

— Remarks Remembered, 

THE GIRL’S STORY 

Have any other girls, I wonder, got engaged to some 
man the very day after they'd solemnly said that 
they’d never dream of hint ? 

Or am I an exception to every other sort of girl there’s 
ever been ? 

Last night I was wondering how I could tell Mr. 
Lewis, without hurting his feelings, that 1 couldn’t 
possibly think of marrying him. To-night here I am, 
engaged to him ! 

How did he manage to make me change my mind 
about a thing like that — ^how did it all happen ? Even 
now I can’t quite explain it ; I couldn’t say exactly 
why. . . . But somehow I wasn’t able to do anything 
else. ... 

If he were not so nice and so kind it might have been 
different. 

When he came into. the upstair sitting-room tliis 
afternoon, where Grannie had made Jane-the-Mill 
(our Welsh maid who’d come up with us) put a quite 
extravagant fire and had said I was to wait for him, 
the first thing I realised (after feeling suddenly 
hideously shy of him for the first time), was the kind- 
ness of his smile as he turned to me, carrying a big 

6a 
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Ininch ci flowers. He must have bought up all the 
mimosa and carnations and narcissus ofl the hamper of 
the old flower-woman who dts at the com^rfour road. 

“ Brought a little posy for you. Miss jfta,’' he told 
me in exactly the kind encouraging voice he used to 
say, centuries ago, " Brought a box of sweeties for a 
good liMe girl; I am sure she has been good, Mrs. 
Parry, hasn’t she, eh ? " So that I couldn't help smiling 
too as 1 took the flowers. 

“ They’re the only ones I could get, but they're 
yesterday’s flowers, of course," he said, standing by 
the mantelpiece under the gold-framed mirror as big 
as a lake that reflected the top of his head and fore- 
head. " Still, they'll freshen up a bit when you get 
them into water." 

I’ll put them in now." For I hate to see flowers 
just left when they are brought, dear things I We’d 
none in the sitting-room unless you count the very 
dull castor-oil plant and the aspidistras in pots on 
the wire-work stands between the window curtains. 
So 1 was glad to fetch a tall green jar for the mimosa 
and some glass vases for the other things; and Mr. 
Lewis watched me as 1 began to put them in. 

" Do at down, Mr. Lewis, won’t you ? ” I said, 
beginning to feel wretchedly nervous again as I cut 
the strings that tied up the branches of fluffy yellow 
mimosa. " Grannie be down in a moment." 
(1 had made her promise this, by the way, just before 
I came in.) 

Mr. Lewis sat down in the comer of the couch, 
drawn up by the fire. " Well, really, I hope Mrs. 
Parry won’t hurry for a minute or two. It was you 
I wanted to have a word with, Miss Julia, as perhaps 
you know." 
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Not knowing what I’d better say here, I snapped ofi 
some of the long ends of the mimosa. 

Mr. Lewis- said; still pleasantly, and watching me all 
the time ; '* Did you know ? ” 

" Yes,” I said, feeling glad I'd something to do with 
my hands while I had this horrible job before me 
of refusing, 

" Mrs. Parry told you, then, what was in my 
letter ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said again, wishing to goodness I had not 
left to the last minute the actual wording of my'^ 
reply. 1 thought it would come of itself when I was 
speaking to him. But nothing seemed going to occur 
to me ! 

” Well ? What did you think of it. Miss Julia ? 
That it had taken the old bachelor a long time to 
make up his mind to take the plunge, eh ? And that 
it was cheek enough on his part to dare to think of 
asking such a young little lady ? Might have looked 
out for some one more staid and mature, more suitable 
for a man of his years ? That was about it, eh ? ” 

I gave the sorf uf *' oh ” that means nothing at all, 
and wished that he were not looking at me with a 
sudden gleam of fun in his steady, grey, friendly eyes 
and that he didn’t speak in that pleasant voice with 
that trace of the good old Carnarvonshire accent that 
took me right back to the da)^ at home, centuries 
ago, when I was perfectly happy cutting out dolls’ 
clothes for the waxen Winifred — ^yes, at that dis- 
tresang moment all I could think of was what my 
favourite dolly’s name had been I And how much I 
wished Mr. Lewis were not an old friend of the family’s ; 
that would have made things so much easier 1 

He smd nothing more for a moment while I tixdshed 
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putting in the camati<»is. Then he began again: 
“ Wdl, about this great question. To begin with, 
there was all this at the office — ^ ” 

“ The office, Mr. Lewis ? ” 

“ The office,” he said, nodding. ” As 1 said to Mrs. 
Parry . . . changes everything ! The office will be 
shutting down by degrees, you know, like so many 
others of these places. Already the staff is being 
reduced. And a short time ago I said to myself that 
little Miss Julia would have to be among the first 
of the yotmg ladies whose services were to be dispensed 
with.” 

I looked up surprised and rather indignant. 

“ Why my services ? Haven’t I been working 
well ? ” 

"You have, indeed, you certainly have. A splendid, 
little, neat worker you’ve been.” Mr. Lewis assured 
me. " It isn’t that at all. It’s only that I have to 
consider which of my workers are independent, from 
the financial point of view, of their work. And I 
knew that here were you, very comfortable here with 
your grannie. 'Thirty-five shillings “a week doesn’t 
mean to you what it does to some of the young ladies. 
It does not, indeed. And so, sorry as everybody 
there would be to part with you — ^it would be only 
fair that in a couple of weeks you would have to 

" I see,” rather flatly. 

" Sorry I should be," said Mr. Lewis, smiling at 
me again, " to part with you myself. ' I realised that 
too. For quite a long time now (I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised) I’ve realised it. And if I am to go away again 
and back to Wales, as in all. probability I may do, 
1 should be missing one yoimg — ^young little lady. 
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that 1 shotild have to leave behind me in London 
town.” 

” Oh, dear,” I began, feeling uncomfortable again. 
Before 1 could say any more, Mr. Lewis leant forward 
in the couch, and took hold of me veiy gently by my 
hand, drawing me nearer to him. 

" Come,” he said, exactly as if I were a child very 
shy before visitors. " What reason is there, after all, 
that 1 shouldn't bring this little girl away with me 
when I go ? ” 

" Oh, I am afraid not ! ” (in a great hurry). 

" Now, why not ? ” asked Mr. Lewis, drawing me 
to him still very gently until 1 found myself half sitting 
on the arm of his seat, as I had done about ten years ago. 
” Why not, eh ? She doesn't think I’d be very kind 
to her ? ” 

” Oh, yes, I know you would.” 

” Well, then ! Always been great friends, haven't 
we ? I hoped,” he said, still as if he were talking to a 
child, ” that you liked me a little, too, dear.” 

“ Oh yes, I do.” I felt at that moment that I 
liked him better than ever I'd done before, and that 
nothing in the world had ever made me sorrier than 
having to hurt him now, this kindly, gentle man with 
the pleasant face — it was a pleasant face ! — and the 
” homey ” sounding voice and the honest grey eyes 
that were looking with more and more kindness into 
my flushed face. " I do like you,” I said, quite 
miserably, " but I’ve ' never — ^never thought about 
you in that way.” ^ 

“ Try,” suggested Mr. Lewis, ” to think about me 
in that way now.” 

Was it my fancy that this sounded like a nurse 
coaxing some wilful little girl ? *' Try to eat up your 
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sago pudding ; pretend it’s lovely jam-roU and see how 
quickly it goes down ! ” And is that a ridiculous 
thing to say to anybody who can taste any difEerence 
in anything ? Or am I just tiresome and ungrateful ? 

Uncomfortable and uncertain I sat there on that 
chair-arm, he stiU holding my hand. He patted 
it. 

" Now, try to think of me — ^not just as the old fogey 
u t you’ve always known. Not as the mandarin at 
tJK; office, eh ? — ^who would let you hear about it if you 
were two minutes late ! Think of me ’’ — he took hold 
of my other hand — " as a man who didn’t get much 
tune, when he was a youngster, for the things he’s 
beginning to miss now. His time seems to be coming 
.{.xt last ; and what does it mean to him ? You. 
Yes ! Think of me as the fellow who’s always looked 
upon you as the dearest little girl he ever met ; yes, 
and the prettiest one, too ! ” 

At these words I couldn’t help a sort of curious little 
warm glow stealing all round my heart. It was being 
so gratified, I suppose, over my very first compliment. 
This was flattery, which they say no woman is in- 
,;,^»ensible to. 

Or can she try to be ? 

, I began, in the' most feeble way, " Mr. Lewis, you’re 
too kind to me.” 

” Not half so kind as I should like to be,” he told 
me, holding both my hands in that gentle, encouraging 
clasp. ” There’s nothing I could do that I wouldn’t 
do for you, if j'ou were my little wife. Miss Julia. 
You know I shall be going back to the bank as my own. 
Not a bad home it would make, with someone nice 
there at the head of it, and ” 

1 think he went on describing the new romn he was 
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having thto'wn out, and the bit of conservatory, and 
the piano, and about how he’d always like to have a 
few people about ; he liked a little cheerfulness and 
a little life as well as any man. 

No reason I shouldn’t manage to make you happy, 
I think,” he said, nodding at me while I sat there, 
finding it too difficult to interrupt him yet. ” No 
reason ! You wouldn't find anybody more sincerely 
fond of you, my dear. It’s true I might be a little 
younger. But a younger man means a more selfish 
and inconsiderate and exacting husband, nine times 
out of ten.” 

” Does it ? ” (rather forlornly). 

” I think so,” he said, still with his friendly eyes 
on my face. " You haven’t been thinking of some 
younger man, little Julia, have you ? ” 

" I don’t know any men.” But I felt my cheeks 
turning hotter. If he had guessed those iffiotically 
silly thoughts I'd had about the Silver Badger ! But 
they were only thoughts, which don’t count. ... I 
wriggled one hand out of Mr. Lewis’s, to put back the 
bit of hair that curls against my cheek and to give 
me the excuse for turning away my face for a moment. 

He held up his finger at me, and said, plajduUy but 
anxiously, “ Sure ? Quite sure that some younger, 
luckier dog hasn't been tr3dng to make love to my 
little young lady ? ” 

" Oh, perfectly sure. Nobody’s ever thought of 
it.” 

“Wdl, I will make up for that,” said Mr. Lewis 
simply, in quite a boyish sort of voice. “ That being 
so, then, Julia ” 

How was I going to get out my ” No ” ? I said all 
in a flurry, ” You know I can’t ever leave Grannie ! ” 
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“ The old lady ? We'll see about all that later. 
There’s plenty of time to settle what we'll do, little 
girlie,” said Mr. Lewis, quite tenderly pressing the hand 
he held against his rather prickly moustache. ” 1 
wouldn't hiury you — oh, I won't rush you in any- 
thing, I promise you. You take your own time, little 
one. And now we are engaged " 

” Engaged — oh, no ” 

" Oh, yes,” said Mr. Lewis, very affectionately but 
firmly, and smiling at me in ' a way that I simply 
couldn’t help seeing was nice — soothing even. ' ' Please 
isn’t the little girl going to come and sit on my knee 
for a minute ? ” 

This, again, was so exactly like the visitor making 
friends with the shy child of the house. Perhaps it 
was this that made me feel as if I were nine years 
old again. And when 1 was nine Mr. Lewis often did 
take me on his knee. It seemed scarcely different 
now, scarcely different when he slipped his kindly, 
solid aim round me and held it there, then, drawing 
me nearer, kissed me two or three times on the cheek. 

Those kisses were- quite gentle and unfrightening, 
even though they smelt a little of tobacco and shaving 
soap, and were, of course, the only kisses I’d had 
from a grown-up man since I’d been a grown-up girl. 

Was it because he was such an old friend that it 
didn’t seem anything like what I’ve read about 
kissing (which always seems to be either horrible or 
too wonderful) ? Or is that not the way to sum up 
the kisses of a man who wants to marry you ? 

Anyhow, I felt somehow that these weren’t an 
important sort of kiss. Or was this my ignorance ? 

1 didn’t even feel inclined to pull away. I only 
said perfectly calmly, because I felt quite calm and 
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evea dtummy with him, "But I don't think I want 
to many you, Mr, Lewis.” 

"That," said Mr. Lewis, “will come later on. I 
shall make myself so indispensable that you won't 
be able to help yourself.” 

He said it in a way that was so absolutely sure of 
hims elf, but with such a twinkle of fun and friendliness 
in his eye that I couldn't help laughing a little. 

And it was just as I laughed, sitting there apparently 
perfectly happy on his knee, that Grannie came igto 
the room straight upon us. 

I can't tell you how it was that, as I sprang up in a 
frightful hurry, I felt ten thousand times more shy of 
Grannie than 1 ever had of Mr. Lewis himself. 

My face burned and my knees were all wobbly, and 
my voice died away in my throat so that for minutes 
I could not say one single word. No, not even when 
Mr. Lewis got up too, and, taking my hand into a 
very big, warm clasp, said, “ Mrs. Parry, your little 
girl here has been very good to me ” 

Good ? 

“ And I hope you won’t grudge her too much to 
some one who will try his very utmost to be a good 
husband to her ! ” 

Husband! I opened my mouth to say it really 
wasn't what I meant. But what I did mean seemed 
suddenly so hazy and far away and feeble I Nothing 
seemed real except Grannie’s warm, bright sitting- 
room, all scented n^/W by the mimosa standing under 
that steel engraving of " Juliet," and the sturdy solid 
figure of Mr. Lewis in his dark suit, and my little 
Grannie in her black dress, with her mauve woolly 
shawl and beautifully tidy grey hair, crying, “ Oh, 
my little Julia ! My dear little girl ! ’’ and hugging 
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me and then turning to put both hands out to Ifir. 
Lewis and to say, ahnost in tears, "To think — ^to 
think that I should become a relation to poor Nesta's 
boy f " 

" Boy ” — ^you know I 

I suppose t^t, to her, Mr. Lewis and 1 seemed very 
much of an age I 

But even at that upsetting moment it struck me 
that after all, by the side of Grannie, Mr. Lewis did 
look not so ghastly old ; his eyes were bright and there 
was a nice colour in his face, and he had positively 
pretty teeth as he stood there smiling (still holding my 
hand), as if he were just terribly proud of himself for 
having been made Prime Minister or something ! I 
don’t see how anybody but a heart of stone could have 
upset things at that moment by saying they weren't 
engaged ! 

I couldn’t ; I could not. And every minute that 
passed while I wasn’t saying so seemed to make it 
more impossible not to let this thing go on. It wasn’t 
as if there were anybody else who wanted to marry 
me, or as if there ever would be. It was either this — 
which might not be at all bad, alter all — or spying as 
I was with Grannie, who would evidently be dis- 
appointed to death if I suddenly turned round again 
and refused Mr. Lewis for no reason. 

It would be " for no reason ’’ if I did. . . . 

Or was the fact that there was " no reason ’’ not 
reason enough agaimst it ? 

Or was that a mad idea that only a silly girl like me 
would think of ? 

Everything seems so mixed up and uncertain. . . . 
Or is this trying to make excuses for m 5 reelf ? 

(Excuses for what ?) 
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Tbe rest of the afternoon is a kind of dream to me 
... I know I began to say something about Mr. 
Lewis ” and he twinkled at me and said it would have 
to be " David ” from now on. 

And I said "David” — which was the same thing 
as sa3dng " Yes ” to his proposal. 

This thought kept me silent all tea-time ; but dear 
old Grannie prattled away about what lovely flowers 
and poor Nesta at school, such beautiful fancywork 
she used to do and what a comfort and weight ofi her 
mind it was to her to know that now, whate^^ 
happened to her (Grannie), there was Nesta's boy, 
who would be kindness itself to her little JuUa. . . . 

I am sure he will. -I know 1 must be, as Grannie 
said, a very lucky girl. 

But — ^is it only in books that proposals and getting 
engaged and having a fiance to sit by one for the first 
time and stay for supper are such exciting, fluttering, 
deliciously thrilling things and make one feel that 
the whole world has been changed into a seventh 
heaven, beautiful for ever ? 

Or am I just hard to please ? Or shall I settle down 
better presently ? 

Of course it is unsettling for the moment. Any 
newly-engaged girl finds it so, I dare say. . . . 

Or am I the first one who's ever cried herself to sleep 
over it ? 



CHAPTER VIII 
The Thin End of the Wedge 

" Companie, with honestie* I love» and shall until I die/' 

•--King Henry VIII. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

Funny thing how for weeks I’ve seemed to be without 
any friend at all, and now within two days I seem to 
be getting so many new pals that I can’t sort ’em. 

On Saturday night there was that long chin with 
that doctor man. On the Sunday after, in blew Slim 
dgain to say he’d been ringing up the folks where this 
girl he knew was going to spend the evening, and that 
he’d told them he was bringing along another man ; 
me, that was. 

" D’you think I’m wanted, barging into a strange 
crowd like this ? ” I said, rather doubtfully. “ I 
haven’t spent an evening out anywhere for donkey’s 
years, either ” 

“ Time you started again^ then, old horse. Dash 
it all, you shall have one bright spot. After this 
I’ll let you struggle along solo, but this’ll be the thin 
end of the wedge.” 

And 1 was reminded of how Doctor Weatherby had 
said, after giving me that bit of a telling ofi the night 
before, “Whenever you’ve the chance, lad, get about 
and meet fiesh people. Most people may be bores, 
but some of them are bound to be interesting or to 
introduce you to interesting friends, or to have plenty 
of young people belonging to them, or something like 
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that. Take every chance of meeting girls. Lots of 
girls ; the kind who*d be your sister's chums, if you 
had sisters.” 

He’d wound up : '* The home of a young fellow just 
growing up ought to be kept full of other young faces, 
and frocks, and dance-music, and fun. That’s the 
principle I’d meant to bring my fellow up on. Boys 
want ' the odd drink.' Lei them have the odd drinl^ 
at home." 

I remembered this as I dived into the Bakerloo Tul^ 
at six-thirty on Sunday evening with Slim Granthani. 

Slim's a bit vague in some ways. 

When I asked him where we were going, he said : 
” Oh, the Dug-out ! I often give them a look in, 
Sundays. Son generally gets up from camp week- 
ends and brings along half the wing with him, and 
Lou usually has a couple of girls around,” and left 
me to make what I could of that. 

We got out at Baker Street and walked up a wide 
empty street between big old-fashioned houses that I 
suppose were let off in flats, and presently Slim ran 
up some steps, pressed a bell and then rapped twice 
with his cane at a door. 

After a bit it was opened by a big, but rather square- 
built R.A.F. cadet with a very young, pink face, who 
took a whacking cigar out of his mouth and sang out 
in a deep voice, ” Hullo, Slim ! ” 

" Hullo, Son,” says Slim. ” Here's this chap I've 
brought along ” 

" Hullo, Jack,” says this flight cadet to me in a 
casual, jolly sort of way, without bothering to explain 
that Slim had already told him my name over the 
phone. ” Come on in.” 

We followed him down rather a dark passage, with 
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doors on each ade, to another door right at the aid 
that stood just a-jar. Bright firelight came through 
the a:ack of it, and tobacco smoke, and a rumble of 
voices and a woman’s laugh, very merry. 

The flight cadet started to push the door open very 
gingerly. “ It’s that Chesterfield with the end gone 
again,” he explained, and evidently something was 
being propped up and something else wheeled aside 
before we could make our way in. . . . 

I wondered what I was coming to. I wasn't looking 
forward to an5rthing much — ^but I must say I hardly 
reckoned for the very unusual sort of party it was 
going to turn out. “ Party ” was hardly even the 
word for the show ; and yet I saw at once that it was 
going to be a good deal better fun than lots of formal 
expensive does with everything just so. 

To begin with, the little bright, warm room we got 
into was fuller than anything I’ve ever been in, barring 
some of those troop-trains at the beginning. How 
on earth they’d managed to cram into it — that big 
Chesterfield with the let-down end, some chairs, a 
writing-table with drawers, a brass fender, and a 
dinner-table already laid is more than I can tell 3rou. 
To say nothing of the gang of people that was collected 
there, looming through the smoke-haze and yapping 
and laughing nineteen to the dozen I Dare say they 
seemed twice the number they really were, just because 
I hadn’t set eyes on any of them before. There \»as a 
bunch of frocks, yellow, grey and pink. And several 
fellows in khaki that made me feel as if I’d somehow 
got back into “A” Flight again, what with the talk 
about engines and every man in the push calling every 
other man " George,” no matter what his real name 
was ! As for the hostess of this lot, she was a bit of 
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a surprise ; a short merry-faced lady in a bUick silk 
skirt, showing ankles that honestly weren't [any 
thicker than the other girls' wrists, being called 
•* Mums ” by that hefty R.A.F. cadet (" Son ") who'd 
opened the door. All the other fellows and g^ls called 
her by her pet name, “ Lou." She wore one of those 
extraordinarily thin mauve blouses (funny how women 
don't all die of cold 1) and lots of beads and hanging 
things, and a pearl necklace and turquoise ear-rings 
as blue as her own laughing eyes. 1 noticed those 
because I think blue is the oidy colour for eyes ; the 
rest I noticed because she sort of took me under her 
wing at once and put me next to her at table and let 
me help her carve the ham. 

Topping ham, and salad, and trifle. . . . But 
imagine the casual way they cleared the table after 
dinner, piling the things all up on to a big tray and 
then shoving them outside into the hall and shutting 
the door and trusting to luck, I suppose, that none of 
the other boarders in the house went and walked into 
the whole works ! And then the cheery way we all 
settled down again and those who coiddn't squeeze 
on to the Chesterfield squatted down on the floor 
among cushions and soda-water siphons and oranges 
and girls' needlework . . . and then the way " Son’s " 
mother picking her way across us and laughing, " I 
suppose this is what's meant by ' Guests, star-scattered 
on the grass ' ? " opened a door at the other side of 
the room and went into what seemed to be a bedroom, 
only she’d wedged a piano into it, and now she sat 
down at it, and, rattling off a fox-trot, left the door 
open so that we could hear even through the talk. . . . 

Jove ! What a noise there was t But I didn't 
mind it. I didn't mind, either, that the girl hadn’t 
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turned up after all whom Slim wanted me to 
meet. . . . 

“ Alyrays the way,” Son’s mother called out through 
the music, when her name was mentioned. ” You 
never can depend on these run-after, pretty girls.” 

Here a regular storm of comments burst out as it 
alwa3rs does, I suppose, when anybody mentions 
anybody else’s looks in a crowd where they are known. 

^me calling out, “ Oh, not pretty ! ” and some, 
” Oh, yes, very pretty,” and then somebody else shouting, 
” Not a patch on Slim’s Green Chartreuse kid ; now, 
she’s IT ! ” 

” Half of that’s the way she turns herself out, man ! 

It’s not really that she’s so good-looking ” 

" Oh ! But she’s got a nice expression ! ” 

” May as well say she’s plain at once, then ! ” loudly 
from Yellow Frock. " Just like ' Interesting face ' 
always means, ” Face like a horse ' ! ” 

Here Son, with his mouth fuU of preserved ginger, 
said horses had the loveliest faces you could see any- 
where. And, by Jove, no human being was ever bom 
with such beautiful eyes as horses had. 

" Oh, dry up, old cavalry man ! ” cried his mother 
again, laughing through the music. ” There’s only 
one thing to be said about what’s attractive ! To 
some you are; to some you aren't. . . . What does 
Mr. Smith think about whether the Green Chartreuse 
girl is pretty ? ” 

I lifted up my voice to say, “I’ve never seen the lady!” 
Loud cr^es of " Oh, but you must 1 ” from several 
voices; and then one of Son’s fellow-cadets shouted 
above the din, " What about introducing him to her 
at this dance ? She’s coming to this dance on the 
ninth. Slim, isn’t ^e ? ” 
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" Bdieve so,” said Slim, who mras sitting on the rug, 
leaning up very comfortably against Pink Frock’s 
knee while he cracked walnuts for Yellow Frock. 

" Give me the fireligM, give me the girl” was evidently 
his version of it to-night ; and Yellow Frock, who’d 
been ragging him a good deal about one thing and 
another, represented “ the ” girl for the time being. 
1 never caught any of their real names. 

The " 0.1. C. dances” chap went on with his arrange- 
ments for the ninth. " You’re coming, Lou and Son 
. . . and you three ? . . . Righto. . . . And what 
about you, George ? ” This was turning to me. 
“ You come along too.” 

” Me ? Oh ! Afraid I don’t dance ” 

” Rot. Of course you dance. Everybody dances. 
Doesn’t he dance. Slim ? ” 

" Sure,” said Slim, firmly, turning his head up against 
the pink skirt. ” I’ve told him he’s got to. Haven’t 
I, Jack ? You bet he learned the auk-trot or the 
veleta or the mastodon-waggle or whatever was the 
go in his little home-town of Fossilville — Pre-War, in 
his wild youth. Ah, he’ll soon pick up a few of 
the slightly more recent stunts, won’t you, old 
horse ? ” 

** Might have a shot at it,” I said, laughing, with a 
kind of " why not ” feeling. A bit of a change the 
idea of going about to rooms and fox-trotting and 
jazzing and “ hesitating ” with the rest of them. Me, 
dancing ! . . . Well ! It was driving in the thin end 
of the wedge with a vengeance, wasn’t it ? . . . What 
a joke I . . . 

For before we left I found m 5 reelf promising to ring 
up the Dug-out quite soon; Son’s mother said she 
generally had it bulging with boys and girls on Sunday 
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evenings — and you could see she vmuH, sind that 
boys would be certain of that “ odd drink ” in the way 
of a welcome and a cheery time. And I promised, 
too, to get myself taken in hand at a dance-class 
somewhere near Gloucester Road station that all these 
people seemed to know. 

” Bully,” said Slim on the doorstep. ” Flighty 
old horse ! You'll be leaving us all behind in the 
social whirl before we san say knife. Thursday even- 
ing, then, at eight sharp. So long ! ” He shook his 
stick at me and was off in a hurry with Yellow Frock 
(in furs), whom he was seeing home to Chelsea. 

I took Grey Frock along to the Tube. A jolly nice 
girl ; works in some voluntary hospital, awfully keen 
on music. She said something about the Sunday 
Concerts ... I might ask her to come to one some 
time. . . . 

That party to-night seems to have given me quite 
a taste for more. What a free-and-easy little show 
it was . . . and the rummiest part of it all was that, 
in spite of my going there with my mind more or less 
made up not to enjoy myself, I had epjoyed every 
minute of it more than I can tell you ! 

And yet — ^funny thing how I didn’t even realise this 
until I’d got back to my digs — yet this was the first 
evening for weeks that I hadn’t given a thought to 
that little girl. 

After all, why should I think of the girl again ? 
Shan’t even see her again. What I mean to do is to 
take the Tube to the first station along my road, so 
that we don't pass each othCT. Not after yesterday, 
thanks 1 Lord knows I don’t want to force m5rself 
anjrwhere where I’m not wanted, and she showed me 
plainly enough that I wasn’t. 
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" My little lady ” — l^e’s the end of as far as 
I'm concerned. A sweet littl^ face; good luck to 
it, even if it wouldn’t look at me. 

All those people to-night were top-hole to me. . . . 
The next thing I've got to look forward to is that 
dandng class. 



CHAPTER IX 
The Gnu, from " Vogue ” 

** Mistress of fash — a little rash, bat awf 'ly smart and awf*ly 
chic*** —Gtibcrt Frankau* 

THE BOY'S STORY 

By Jove, I little knew what I was letting m 3 rself in 
for 1 

The thin edge of the wedge hadn't prepared me for 
this living in a regular whirl that’s happened since — 
nor for what I never thought would happen ; me 
getting to be really good pals with a girl. Oh, only 
just in a pally way, of course. But still, a g^l ; and 
so unexpected, the whole thing. . . . 

When Slim Grantham said tliis affair on Thursday 
evening was a dancing-c/oss, I thought I’d find an 
awkward squad of people all more or less flopping and 
floundering about and as hazy about where to put 
their feet as I was myself. 

But no such thing. It was a regular party ! 

I realised this as soon as we arrived at the entrance 
to this big house in the longest, straightest road in 
London. " We ” meaning Son and his merry little 
mother and hall a dozen of the people who’d been 
at the Dug-out that Sunday. First and foremost, 
of course, Slim and Mis? Yellow-Frock. He was still 
keenly interested in that girl, I saw ; seemed fearfully 
anxious that she shouldn't get demobilised (as she was 
an A.S.C. driver) and go back just yet to Shanghai, 
where her people lived. . . . 
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Well, but about this house where these dasses were 
held. People were already going in ; girls in wraps, 
carr^nng shoe-bags, were tripping up the steps, and 
fellows in uniform. Inside — ^well, it looked a palatial 
show to me after Slim and Son and I had got rid of 
our hats and things downstairs and were following 
the ladies up that enormous stone staircase with 
a sort of conservatory alcove-place just before 
you came to the first landing. Plenty of people 
were sitting out there, on steps and in baskd- 
chairs. 

As our party passed some girl waved her hand and 
another girl’s voice cried, " Ah, there's Slim,” as if 
everybody had been waiting for him. Perhaps they 
had. Anyhow, as soon as we got into the big room 
on the first landing which was all bright with amber 
lights set round the walls and reflected down from 
the gilded ceiling and sideways from the mirrors and 
up from the polished floor. Slim seemed to be sur- 
rounded in a moment. I saw a regular flower-border 
of coloured frocks grow up round him, as it were; 
and over the top of it his fair head, tilted, and his face 
looking down and twisted into that jester’s laugh of 
his. Some people had poimced>on " Lou and Son,” 
too, and dragged them off to talk to the girl at the 
piano . . . there was a sort of general buzz, everybody 
seemed to know everybody. 

So for just a moment I was left rather high and 
dry near the door, looking round this room. Two 
rooms, really, 1 suppose, only the folding doors had 
been taken away between the smaller place where 
the band was and the front one. On the goldeny walb 
were a couple of mirrors about ten by six, with ancient- 
looking gilt frames and_ garlands about them. In 
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front of the windows on to the street were great sweeps 
of curtains in amber brocade. 

Against these curtains a tall black-headed ^1 was 
standing, with her back to me. 

Funny to think how this was going to turn out to be 
my first girl friend ! 

She was rather — effective. Is that the word ? 
Awfully reminding you of those illustrations in 
“ Vogue " that you’d think nobody could possibly be 
like. This girl was. Same clothes, same shoes with 
criss-cross ribbons up her ankles, same sort of way of 
standing. “ Smart,” I suppose. I’d never liked the 
idea of a ” smart ” girl ; never seems soft or sweet- 
looking enough (I’ve told you I was hopelessly old- 
fash.). But I couldn’t help looking at this one. 
Her hair, which was bobbed and parted at one side, 
and with a silver thingummy all round it, was just 
about as black as an3rthing I’ve struck. Her arms 
and shoulders (which you saw absolutely all of) were 
ever so white. I wondered if she’d got a pretty face. 

She turned side-face. Not what I should call pretty. 
But — ^funny how I thought I noticed something in 
that moment — I thought that girl in her gay and 
” snappy ” frock looked miserable. Absolutely fed 
up. Fed to the wide ! Why on earth should she 
be, I wondered ? . . . She saw me looking at her, 
and in one flash that look was gone — ^if it had ever 
been there. 

SOTt of surprised, then a little amused, but quite 
friendly, she looked back at me. Then, quickly, she 
crossed the room to me. She told me afterwards it 
was because I ” seemed so forlorn ” I and she was 
going to a^ if I were looking for some one or if I 
wanted to ask about classes. But at that mom^t Slim 
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disentangled himself from his flower-garden of girls and 
came up to me too (holding on to a ribbon of Miss 
Yellow Frock’s dress as if he thought she’d be off 
back to Shanghai if he didn’t) to introduce me to the 
lady who held the class. This was a tiny little person 
with a band, of green leaves about h^ forehead and 
feet, so absurd you wondered how she could walk 
about on ’em ! Just as she was saying ” how d’you 
do ” to me, the music started from the other end of 
the room ; piano, violin, banjo, and various farmj 
yardy tootles and squeaks . . . first time I’d heard a 
jazz band ! 

" You want a partner ; I’ll give you a really 
good one,” said the little dancing-mistress, briskly. 
" Phyllis 1 ” she turned to the black-and-white 
” Vogue ” lady. ” You take Mr. Grantham’s friend, 
will you, and put him in the way of things ? ” 

” Try to ! ” said this girl gaily ; and I saw I’d 
made no end of a mistake in imagining she had been 
fed up. Why, she was as happy as a sandboy, I saw, 
smiling all over her face as she tossed little nods to 
me, and to Slim and Miss Yellow-Frock over my 
shoulder. 

Slim gave her a glance with his head on one side 
and said as if he wasn’t sure about something, ” Now, 
wasn’t ,^is my dance ? " 

” Oh, no ! ” said the Vogue girl, brightly, ” I'm 
not a mere partner to-night, I’m assistant, because 
Mrs. Delaforce who helps Cecily is down with 'flu and 
I'm canying on for her. Promised. I’m taking your 
friend, tecause he’s new.” 

” Start in, then, old horse,” said Slim encouragingly 
to me (1 not having had a chance to get in edgeways 
that I’d scarcely even waltzed at all, ever I) and he 
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and fais Miss Yellow-Frock drcied away together 
just as my partner took my hands and put them 
where they ought to go and sort of hypnotised me 
into plunging with her into the “ Hesitation Waltz.” 

" Oh, Lord . . 

More ” hesitation ” *'than ” waltz ” about it as far 
as my steps were concerned, 1 can tell you. And 
not so much “ hesitation ” as downright " collision ” 1 
An awful ass I felt, as if I were making no end of an 
exhibition of myself, and so awful sorry for the girl! 
Cutting my teeth on her, nothing less. . . . 

Now she was a sportsman about it. Most awfully 
decent and patient. Sa3ung to me, ” Oh, no, you’re 
not a hit clumsy ; not for a beginner, not at all I ” 
And, "For such a big person d'you know you're 
extraordinarily light ? . . . But then 1 always think 
you tall men are as light as a feather ! ” And one 
of the times when I barged her into Slim she shook 
her bobbed head at him and said to him as we passed, 
" Your fault 1 I always tell you about your shoul- 
ders ; quite wrong again ! ” And she smiled all the 
time as if she thoroughly enjoyed my bumping her 
along over the slippery floor as if she were a bus and 
this my first attempt at taxi-ing ! Several times I 
pretty nearly crashed, too, . . . 

Still, she was such a splendid dancer tha^ for the 
last half -minute of it I positively enjoyed it — ^that is, 
I would have if I hadn’t had to make a forced landing 
after all, because when I was trying to " hesitate ” 1 
caught my foot in some of the mauve flounces and 
things of Son’s mother as she danced behind us, and 
nearly brought the lot of us over for a grand finale. 

My partner told me she’d danced with hundreds 
men who were not nearly so good as 1 was, evoi after 
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faalf-a-dozen lessons. She said Mr. Grantham ot^ht 
not to have brought me to start at the Thursday 
^ow; it wasn’t fair on a b^inner, for Cecily (this 
was what she called the little dandng-mistress) had 
these Thursday evenings for her pupils after they 
cotild run alone, so to speak, and so that she could 
keep her eye on them and see how they got on at real 
dances when they’d left her. She — ^my partner — 
said I ought to arrange for private lessons. And 
before I knew where I was, there was I sajung I’d 
come to this place every day next week at elewm 
ac emma. You see, I’d been taking duty for a man 
in our office who was off to Scotland, and I should 
be on from three to eleven for a week. Which left 
my mornings clear. So I didn’t see why I shouldn’t, 
especially as this girl said she’s giving a lot of the 
lessons to help her friend out, and she'd take me on 
herself and get me to dance as well as anybody in no 
time. 

All this she told me as we sat out on a very oun- 
fortable sort of sofa, right out of the way of everybody 
at the back of the alcove that she showed me. She 
told me only that floor belonged to the classes ; and 
the house was let off in floors She’d a very nice 
speaking- voice — I thought her a jolly sort of girl 
altogether. So friendly. Nicer than pretty. I 
shouldn't call anybody pretty with dark e)^. How 
could you expect eyes as black and sparkly as hers 
ever to look soft ? She’d probably hate to look soft 
anyway. But I liked hw. So kind to take such a 
lot of trouble over me. 

Funny how easy to talk to, too, I, who’ve always 
wondered what fdlows find to say to girls at dances, 
I found m 3 rself telling this girl no end erf things. . . . 
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I wonder she wasn’t bored stiiE, but even when I 
stopped she asked me questions about fellows I'd 
known in the Squadron and about how it fdt to be 
with civilians again after all that. 

Then (this was after the music had strudc up a 
fox-trot and all the other people were dancing again), 
she said, “ So you’re working in the office with Slim 
Grantham, then ? I suppose you like him very 
much ? ” 

I said everybody liked Slim. 

” Men, I suppose,” said this girl. 

I was rather surprised ; I said, " Oh, and women. 
Rather ! Slim gets on with girls better than anybody 
I know. He understands them.” 

This girl raised her black half-moons of eyebrows 
and laughed a little. ” Oh ? Or don’t you think 
that (like so many men) he thinks he understands 
them ? ” 

I somehow couldn’t help wishing that Slim had 
heard her say this. Bit of a shock I Bit of a change 
for him, anyhow. . . . But he’s a rattling good sort 
all the same ; been awfully decent to me. 1 said so 
to this girl. Somehow, I’ve got a kind of feeling she 
doesn't think much of old Slim. Funny ! I wonder 
why ? Well, if she doesn’t like him awfully, she’s an 
exception, that’s all. 

She said (this was when we were sitting out the 
second time), ” I should have thought you knew as 
much of girls and things generally as your friend does.” 

I explained to her what a thundering mistake this 
was. I told her I could always get on fairly well 
anywhere with a bimch of fellows, but that I’d scarcely 
met any girls and that I was awfully nervous of 
women. 
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smiled at me in a jolly friendly little way, 
{I can't think what induced me to dream she'd ever 
looked miserable that evening) and she said, " Appear- 
ances are against you." 

J. said (this was when 1 was putting her fur coat 
on for her), " If all girls were as sensible and jolly as 
you are, no fellow >would feel nervous and out of it 
and shy any more." 

And when I opened the door of her taxi for her 
(she woiildn't let anybody see her home), she said, 
laughingly, " Good-night, liice ‘ shy ’ boy." 

She meant she didn't believe that tale about my 
being so shy. It's perfectly true. Funny, though, 
how bucked I felt because she didn’t think me an 
utter lout — and fancy her imagining I knew as much 
about everything as Slim does. (Pity she doesn’t like 
Slim ; I noticed she hardly looked at him when she 
said " Good-night,” though she smiled ever so sweetly 
at Miss Yellow-Frock who was standing close to 
him.) 

All the same, I didn’t see why the others should 
have ragged me all the way down to Gloucester Road 
station about the " scandalous ” way I’d been behaving. 

" Gee,” said Slim (with his hand tucked into Miss 
Yellow-Frock’s muff), " I admire your pace, old 
horse, once you do start in to monopolise a lady’s 
society ! ” 

" Yes, disgraceful 1 ”, laughed Son’s mother, patter- 
ing along the pavement by my side, ” and the best- 
looking girl in the room, too I For more than an 
hour those other young men were pestering me to 
know what had become of the Green Chartreuse 
girl!" 

" The Green Chartreuse — what d’you mean ? " 
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'* She was wearing her black-and-silver to-n^ht/’ 
explained Son’s mother, " but surely you knew who 
she VMS ? ” 

1 didn’t. Hadn’t tumbled to it until then. This 
Vogue girl who’d been so decent to me was that very 
girl Slim had talked to me about. Miss Phyllis 
Carteret I The girl he’d wangled that introduction 
to I (perhaps that was what put her so ofi him ?) 
The girl he’d called " The Beauteous Brunette.” 

I shouldn’t call her beauteous . . . But as Son’s 
mother had said, ” to some you are, to some you 
aren’t.” To me she was just jolly, and fashionably* 
dressed — ^but what a sensible pal to have for a girl- 
friend I No nonsense or anything. 

I was glad I met her. Jolly glad I should see 
more of her. 



CHAPTER X 
Kindness Itself 

** My dear, he's the most wonderful Lover. . . . He'll buy ter 
anything / Any girt would be happy with anyone who was so 
hind. . . 

— Remarks Remembered. 

THE GIRL’S STORY. 

As Grannie says, " the more you see of David Lewis-^^” 

Yes ! I’m getting to call him “ David ” quite 
naturally. 

“ — The more you see of him the more you realise 
that the man is kindness itself ” 

The worst of this is that the more you realise a 
thing the less you seem to think about it. 

Or is this very unnatural ? Am I in my usual 
muddle about what I am and what I do ? 

Three weeks ago— Why ! I never dreamt that 
any man was ever going to be kind enough to make 
any fuss about me. In fact, I was quite certain no 
man ever would. And now here I am, almost taking 
it for granted that a man should think the world of 
me — ^which he does — and that he should spoil me and 
shower presents upon me ! 

The first present, of course, was my engagement 
ring. It belonged to his mother, who had left it to 
him for his futuie wife when he should have one. 
The evening that we were engaged, he told me about 
this, and about how he’s been longing, for days and 
da3rs, tp see that ring of his on that httle hand of 
mine. 

" Dear me I Dear Nesta’S'engagement ring,” cried 
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Gnmnie, full of emotion as she alMva}^ is at any men> 
ti<m of her old school-fellow, “Dear me, yes. How 
wdl I remember her telling me that poor Edwin, 
your dear father, had chosen rubies for her because she 
was ' far above rubies ' herself. Far above rubies. 
Such a beautiful idea of his to give her rubies in her 
ring and all ; such a beautiful ring, too ; 1 remember ! 
. . . Let me have a look at it, may I ? ” said Grannie, 
and hdd out her hand to Mr. Lewis — ^David, I mean. 

I suppose she imagined he would immediately fish 
that ring out of his waistcoat pocket ; I think I 
thought so too. But here wais where my just- 
accepted fianc^ put us in the wrong. He laughed a 
little and said, “ Show it you to-morrow, we will, Mrs. 
Parry ; first thing ! I haven't got it with me here 
to-day. . . . Why ! You weren't thinking I'd bring 
the engagement ring along with me before I even 
asked the little girl here would she wear it ? You 
didn't suppose I was so sure of her as that ? No 
indeed,'' 

Now this I thought most awfully nice of him. 

Am I absmrder than any other engaged girl in the 
things I like ? His not having brought the ring with 
him that evening (when he'd always had it by him !) 
pleased me more — I mean quite as much as — ^no, I 
mean nearly as much as the ring itself, that he put 
on my finger the next day. 

It is very beautiful ; such big stones going all 
round and the colour of damson-juice on a silver 
spoon, and with a lovely old-fashioned setting — the 
sort of workmanship you don't get nowadays at all, 
as Grannie says. The dear old thing is so fearfully 
pleased with it. 

That doesn't mean I'm not pleased with it myself 1 
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My ring. Of course I am pleased. I think it is most 
beautiful. Only 

The only thing is, I never have cared for jewellery 
— except perhaps for the idea of pearls, which are so 
lovely. But not for sparkling stones. I alwa}rs fancy 
thQr look so hard and prickly, and that if people didn't 
know they were jewels, they wouldn't think them 
prettier than beads or bits of glass. As for diamonds 
— ^why not have a necklace made of the lustres off one 
of Grannie's ancient candlesticks on the drawing-room 
mantelpiece ? Those have just as rainbowy col<mrs 
in them and are much bigger, as far as that goes, than 
any diamonds that I’ve seen. 

But of course I could hardly blurt out these opin- 
ions to Mr. — to David, when he told me as he kissed 
my " engagement-finger,” that one of these days, 
he’d put a bit of a diamond or so in a ring, above 
those rubies of his mother’s. He is a dear ! 

The very day after he'd given me the ring, he 
brought in another little leather case, and held it in 
his hand while he made me guess what was in it ; 
watching my face as if I were a child dipping into a 
bran-pie. You know how excited and rosy and 
skipping about those little things get, at parties ! 1 
believe he expected me to be just as excited as I gave 
my three guesses ; brooch, bangle, charm. ... As 
if one would mind so very much which kind of jewel- 
l«y it was, from the person one was engaged to. . . . 

But I don’t think I showed I wasn’t simply thr'led 
by this present (it was a pendant on a little gold chain 
with rubies — ^more rubies 1 — stnmg along it), for when 
I thanked him he just stroked my hair and beamed 
at me and said I was not to talk like that ; it was 
Umself he was pleasing, indeed, it was a great, gfvat 
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|»Ieasiire to him to be able to give a iittle present or 
so to his own dear little sweetheart. 

^.A present or so ... ! 

Hjpo days later he sent in as a surprise — one oi the 
delightful in-esents that Grannie had ever seen, 
a standing work-basket in wicker ; very large 
|,ia^d't1iiaed with crimson satin and fitted up with eveay- 
felun^ you could possibly want for sewing. Scissors 
every size, needle cases with every known sort oi 
^^eedle, stilettos, bodkins, thimble, rows of reels of 
l^tton, silks, buttonhole silk, skeins of wool in black, 
^hite, and “ natural," and a darner in the shape of a 
, wooden mushroom. 

" That’ll come in useful, I thought, when I get the 
girl to myself and shut her up with about fourteen 
pairs of my socks to mend,” said my fianc^ to me, 
and my heart suddenly sank as low as if 1 were married 
already. But what am I talking about — surely when 
.-one’s married one doesn’t feel depressed at the idea 
fi/ darning socks ? Not for a husband as nice as 
,^'David Lewis, for it was very nice of him to laugh 
directly afterwards and to put his arm roimd me and 
say, " What a shame to tease the little girl about 
t ‘\utting her up to dam socks I You don’t suppose 
I don’t ^ow all that is a thing of the past ? I 
t ' ‘ the basket for you to sew your own pretty things 
.V, dear. I’m not too benighted to have heard tell 
, trousseaux, and bottom-drawers, oh, I know all 
' about it ! ’’ 

I expect he’s heard some of the girls at the office 
talking about that. The first thing they asked me 
when they heard I was engaged, and after they'd 
finished gating over its being to the head of our 
c^ce himself, was "Are you beginning to get your 
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things ? ” As if that were certainly the important 
part of an engagement, next to the ting. Of course, 
1 could see they thought (like I used to) that Mr. 
Lewis was far too old to dream of marrying anybody. 
I know they think that a man of forty ought to be 
father married or “ retired.” Especially Mabel, the 
girl who's engaged herself. But what they all said 
was, ” You’re a lucky little thing, you know. You’re 
going to be on velvet all right. He mil be kind to 
you ! ” 

His kindness goes on and on. It makes me qnite 
wretched to think that I can do absolutely nothing 
for him in return, except take that soft grey wool, 
which I was going to try and knit into a jumper for 
m 3 rself and cast it on to make a waistcoat for him. 
Perhaps he’ll like it as a surprise, but what’s a waist- 
^oat compared to what he’s always thinking out for 
me ? The day after I said " good-bye ” to working 
at the office any more, he asked me to meet him at 
lunch, and do a little shopping with him afterwards 
in the West End. Some little present really for 
myself he wanted to find for me this time ; something 
pretty and yet that I could use every day, and think 
of liim, perhaps. What he wanted was to help him 
choose a handbag for me. 

(I wondered if he’d noticed that my faithful little 
round black silk one is rather frayed roimd the top 
and has lost nearly all the tassel ?) 

He took me into a 'shop that simply terrified me. 
A haughty old gentleman behind a glass counter 
repeated “ Ladies’ Handbags 1” as if Mr. Lewis had 
said something to insult him, and then turned away — 
while my fianc4 twinkled at his back and gave me a 
tiny encouraging wink. The bags were brought ; 
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n^ons of gorgeous ones, A bag — oh, that bag — in 
wonderful crocodile leather was the one he evidently 
wanted me to have. Me I I -should have thought 
only suitable for Queen Mary I It had a determined 
gold snap, most lovely ! And all-gold fittings ; mirror, 
p^cil-case, powder box, vinaigrette, and engagement 
pad. And then, just as if it were not quite sumptuous 
enough already, if you please ! he left it in the shop 
for them to put a lovely little curly '* J ” in gold on 
the outside of it. 

I whispered to him as we got out into Bond Street 
again, " It’s much too good for me 1 ’’ 

He beamed down into my face. Really he seems 
quite like a young man when he shows his nice teeth 
and looks so happy. He gave my arm a little squeeze 
as we stopped at a (much-too-grand-for-me) teashop 
and said, " Don't talk nonsense, child. Nothing could 
be too good for you. I’m so glad you’re pleased 
though- You do think it’s not a bad bag, don’t you ? " 

It has just come home and really it is the most mag- 
nificent possession I have ever had. The mere smell 
of the leather makes you think of all the most wonder- 
ful shops you’ve ever gazed in at the windows of — or 
of the lists of wedding presents to some princess. I 
wish it wouldn’t make sdl my clothes look so shabby 
when I take it out — ^which I only dare do when I’m 
going an 3 ^here with David. The rest of the time 
Grannie seems to be admiring it and rubbing up the 
bright parts and saying It’s not only such a lovely 
thing, dearie, but so durable 1 It'll last you — ^why I 
it will be just as good as it is to-day when you are 
seventy 1 . ... David didn't get that for nothing, either." 

No ; that is the worst of it. All his presents loc^ as 
if they cost such a frightening lot. Invisible labels 
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seem tied to eadi of them with guineas and gmntas 
marking them all. . . . 

And when 1 think that with the money , which he so 
generously squandered on one standing, fitted work- 
basket, a girl could buy herself hundreds of the kind 
of things she really likes ! 

Just a dozen of those absurd ** Eve ” hankies in 
pink, sky and mauve ; a sadiet of June roses to put 
with them ; a tight little bouquet of those Futurist 
satin flowers to pin to my coat ; a long string of those 
soap-bubble-coloured shells from Liberty’s ; a wee 
vellum book of Herrick’s love-songs ; even chocolates 
in a gay box that I could keep my ribbons in after- 
wards — tliese are the presents that I should adore I 

So am I too childish ? Is it too horribly rmgrateful 
of me ? 

I couldn’t tell Mr. Lewis that I should like any of 
these things. One can’t possibly look gift-horses in 
the mouth and then say one would rather have a 
donkey-cart. Especially not, when one. is an engaged 
girl. 

But now here’s the worst of it. 

1 can’t make myself fed as if I were an engaged girl 
at all. 

No ! In spite of the far-above-rubies ring ! In 
spite of Mr. Lewis coming here every day ! In spite of 
teas and lunches out ! In spite of being taken with 
Grannie to the theatre, in a box, if you please ! In 
spite of the presents— in spite of that bag I In spite 
of his calling me " my own little sweetheart,” and putting 
arms round and kissing me, as he always does, several 
times in one visit ! In spite of all this, I still don't 
feel as if there were an}rihing different about me. 
i Life goes on rather diiSerently, of course, now that 
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I haven’t to go to the office, and now that some one is 
here most evenings instead of my just sitting with 
Grannie and reading to her (or mooning to m3rself as 
I've quite, quite left ofi doing). But I am the same ; 
not any growner-up-feeling, not any more unsettled 
(now the first evening's over), just peaceful, just JuUa- 
as-she was. Ought I to be ? 

Even if I oughtn’t, it would be my own fault. For 
it could not possibly be the f atilt of my fianc^. What- 
ever he does, or says, or looks, or thinks, or wishes, or 
means, one can only come back to Grannie’s verdict 
on him. 

He is kindness itself. 


O 



CHAPTER XI 


Just Friends 


** The man who believes in Platonic friendship is the one who 
* didn’t know the gun was loaded.* ** 

— American Axiom. 


THE BOY'S STORY 


Slim’s right. Anybody who chooses to go in and 
have a try at it can find girl-friends and get *' a whale 
of a time ” if he wants to. 

Look at me. Look at those mouldy weeks and 
months when I used to shut myself up alone in my 
room, mugging up lecture-notes or else wool-gathering 
instead of getting any sort of a move on. " Get up 
and get ” is the motto, as Slim says, if you’re keen on 
having any sort of time at all. Look how different 
things are for me now, ever since I barged in to that 
dancing-show and insisted on making friends — ^just 
ripping good pals, with no nonsense of love-making, or 
^ything of course — ^with the jolliest girl there, Phyllis 
Carteret. 

For she is jolly. Always merry and bright ; always 
laughing, alwa}^ on the go I Reminds me of the way 
a reflection from a glass of water can be sent dancing 
about a room, now here, now there, quick as lightning, 
never still for a minute. Phyllis would wake anybody 
up. I tell you she’s made no end of a difference in 
my life ever since I got her round to looking upon me — 
just ordinary, quiet, stick-in-the-mud me. Jack Smith 
— as one of the best chums she’s had. 

Funny in a way that she should care to see such a lot 
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of a chap like me, who‘s only just started in to go about 
and meet anybody at all ! Funny that it’s my sort of 
fellow ^e should take such a lot of trouble over teach- 
ing to dance, and that she should ring me up at the 
office when she'd got two seats given to her for some 
show where a pal of her’s was playing, and that it’s 
me she should write to about getting up a party for the 
Grafton Galleries. Met Must be something in the 
force of contrast after all. 

Anybody would have said from the general look 
and get-up and ways of her that Slim Grantham or 
somebody goey and good-looking like that would have 
been the fellow she'd pick to go about with. 

Funny how she never has a good word to say for old 
Slim ! 1 asked her why, as soon as I began to be really 
chummy with her. That was at my third private 
dancing lesson in the big cleared room looking down 
on to the Cromwell Road. Her friend the little 
dancing mistress was taking a big Australian soldier 
for the foxtrot, and Phyllis was taking me. (She'd 
told me that I had better call her Phyllis as every 
one else did.) She’d just said to me, " Now, 
look here. Jack 1 Don’t think of yoiu: feet for a 
minute. Think of the music and your feet will follow 
it.” 

” Some people’s feet may, but mine have got such a 
way of falling over themselves still,” I told her in 
spasms to the tune of K-.K-K-Katy. ” Afraid I’m 
awfully clumsy to-day, Phyllis. I never am as quick 
at getting the hang of things as Slim is ” 

" Oh, Slim,” tossed off Phyllis with a little laugh. 
'* Slim is capable of being clumsy enough ; hideously 
clumsy sometimes.” 

" You don’t like him,” I said, just as we stopped by 
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the door. '* I know you don’t, from the very way 3rou 
say his name. Why don’t you ? ” 

“ like Slim ? ’’ took up Phyllis, fanning herself with 
a sheet of music she’d just taken ofi the piano. " Why, 
I don’t dislike him. I don’t find him very interesting, 
that’s all ; everybody can’t have the same tastes, can 
they ? and what a good thing ! ” 

" But when I first heard about you and that green 
Chartreuse frock you wore, I imderstood he was quite 
a great friend of yours,” 

" Oh ! At first ! Yes. So he was,” ssiid Phyllis, m 
her quick, airy way. " But he very soon died on me.” 
” Died ? ” 

" Oh, yes ! That’s just my word for the way I seem 
to get tired of people and things sometimes,” she told 
me, laughing. " Sometimes I’m quite fond of some one 
for a summer, another girl, say ; I see lots of her, go 
shopping with her, like to talk to her ; and then — 
she’s done nothing and it’s not my fault, but I suddenly 
find 1 haven't got a thing more to say to her. Her 
society’s died on me ! Same with a frock. It used to 
suit me awfully ; it’s the same, not worn out, not out 
of fashion, but ... I simply can’t wear it. That’s 
like my green Chartreuse frock there’s been all that 
chat about. I shall have to sell it or give it away or 

something. Things are always dying on me ” 

" Oh, I say,” I said ruefully. " I shan't like it a bit 
if I have to ‘die’ on 'you before I’ve had my ax 
lessons ? ” 

She was looking away from me, at the other two 
who were fox-trotting; her black eyes following her 
friend’s little tripping feet in brocade slippers all worn 
at the toes with daily work. I caught sight of Phyllis’ s 
face- in that huge mirror opposite, and for an instant 
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saw it again as if it were dog-tired and fed-up. . . . 
Funny, wasn’t it ? There was nothing of the sort 
really. The hict is she has one of those faces that 
have to look sad in repose because they hardly ever 
are in repose ; always laughing and lighted up. Smiling 
as usual, she turned to me and said, " Oh ? You, 
Jack ? No, 1 don't think I shall get tired of you. 

You’re not that sort. I think you’re ” She 

stopped and said, “ Now come along,” and took my 
hand to dance again. 

It was after this, and as I was taking her along by 
Tube to have some lunch at Buzzard’s after all her 
hard work, that I reminded her, “ What were you 
going to say ? YOu think I’m ? ” 

“ Oh ! ” She just laughed teasingly with all her 
black eyes and white teeth as she sat there next to me. 

One of the wings in her hat caught me in the eye ; 
a queer little hat she wore, looked lop-sided, but that 
was meant. Quite smart when you got accustomed 
to its being a bit peculiar and vogue-ish. All her 
clothes were like that. 

I moved out of the way of the wing and said, ” Tell 
me what you were going to say about me.” 

She laughed. 1 latched too ; always do when I’m 
with her. Don’t know what it is, but Phyllis is the 
sort of girl who " revs you up,” makes you feel full of 
beans ; you can’t be dull as long as you’re with her, 
even if you are just talking nonsense about nothing in 
particular. She’s like that. 

” Why d’you want to know. Jack ? ” 

The fact is I did want to know most awfully. Just 
because she wouldn’t tell me, I suppose. If she could 
be obstinate, so could I. I’m like that. So I fired 
bade, ” Why don’t you want me to know ? ” 



102 


SWEETHEARTS UNMET 

" I can't hear a word you say in this racket I " 
says Phyllis, raising her voice as the train lurched 
along. "D'you want me to bawl it out before" — 
she made a funny face as quick as lightning about 
us-^** before a whole tube-full of strange — -jahs ? 
Perhaps — I don’t promise, Jack ! but perhaps I will 
tell you after your next lesson.” 

But she wouldn’t tell me then. Nor the week after, 
when I was on duty at night and so had the afternoon 
free to take her out to tea at the New Gallery aft^r 
seeing that film that she wanted to go to. The day 
after, we’d a ripping long ’bus-ride out to Wimbledon 
and a walk aU over the Common. First tramp I’ve 
had out there with anybody since I went with old Tim 
Harrison before the war. It does make an awful 
difference having a companion. . . . 

But still she wouldn’t t me. 

" Don’t believe there’f anything to tell ! Do^'’*' 
think you know what you think,’’ I told Phyllis as vt 
said good-night, and, of course, arranged where ! was 
to meet her next day. 

For after all it’s perfectly nati ral that when people 
get on as well as we do they should always find them- 
selves saying, "And when am I going »o see you 
again ? *’ before they leave each other ; isn't it ? It 
would have been the same if we’d been both men, 
instead of her being just the best girl-friend — and — 
nothing else, that a man ever found for himself. After 
having had a nice time with any pal, one naturally 
wants to make sure that the next time will be fairly 
soon. 

So next morning as soon as I came off duty (nothing 
much on that night, but one never knows what there 
might be) I went ofE to meet Phyllis at our favourite 
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pitch in the Park, where we sat down on two green 
wooden chairs and ate some chocolates amd watched 
the sea-gulls banking and soaring over the Seq>«itine. 
Presently a middle-aged man in a top-hat passed that 
Phyllis nodded to. 

" That’s my Uncle. Harry’s — I mean my Dad's 
brother. The other partner of our great and glorious 
finh of Carteret Brothers, Chartered Accountants,” 
she told me casually. 

I saw her Uncle just glance at me as he took off his 
hat and smiled. That gave me an opening for some- 
thing I’d been wanting to say for the last fortnight 
or so. 

‘ Look here. That reminds me, Phyllis. You know 
how well I’ve got to know you. But you know I’ve 
never seen yoirr father yet.” 

" Don’t suppose he’d interest you. Or you him,” 
said Pljr’lis airily, tucking into hear furs the bunch of 
,yK>l''' ' I , uught for her as I came into the Park 

-joi 'ry ! His one aim in life when he leaves 
i <'uness ■ ro be taken for twenty-eight wherever he 
go b.i i . 'eps away from real young men as much 
t. iXi' ■ ' , 5 says they’re uninteresting ; bumptious, 

just l>ecavse the war’s over and they’ve the right to 
rt'ear a s 'v’er badge, all these lads imder twenty-five 
• liink they’re everybody and have got nothing more 
Ih do but throw themselves about and jazz through 
iif« until the cow“ uemobilise ! That's my fond 
parent's view of ah ( m, Jack.” 

” Yes, but look here, he hasn’t seen me. No ! 
J don’t mean he’d +'urik that I was different. What I 
mean to say is, he ou,, ieally to see that — ^that it’s all 
right, your hang wt^ me.” 

Phyllis turned .ne and jabbed me in the eye as 
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ustxal with h^ feather as she stared at me rather 
qmzncally. " What are you tr3H[ng to say ? *' 

“ Why, just this. I’m enjoying seeing such a lot of 
yo];i and going for these walks and to these matinees 
and things, and having you to look forward to on the 
afternoons when I'm ofi duty and all that. But I’d 
enjoy it more if your father knew something about the 
fellow who was seeing a lot of you like this.” 

Phyllis still looked at me, without saying a word. 
Some people passing looked at her. Most people did 
when we were out, I’d noticed. Shfe certainly is 
rather striking— effective, I suppose. I’ve often seen 
men — even quite distinguished colonel-y sort of men 
look at her admiringly, and then at me, rather surprised 
I had such good taste, I daresay. A fellow coiildn’t 
help rather liking being seen out with a girl like that, 
even if he didn’t like the girl particularly. Which I do. 

I said “I’d feel it was more sort of above-board, 
and that, if your people had seen me ! ” and I felt 
she must think 1 was a bit old-fash., but I couldn't help 
that. 

She said, lifting her black half-moon eyebrows at 
me, “ Do you mean you’d like me to take you home to 
Number 99, Carnarvon Crescent, Bayswater, and 
introduce you solemnly, to my people ? ” 

“ Yes ! Yes. As a matter of fact I should like that 
very much.” 

Funny how I could say that straight out to Phyllis. 
With any other sort of girl one would have felt that 
she might have thought one was getting some sort of an 
idea into one’s head. You know, about “ seeing 
father ” and an engagement, and that sort of rot. An 
engagement ! Mel On my screw and prospects i 
Besides, as if there were any thought of that kind of 
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thing being posable in a friendship like ours, which is 
so absolutely different. But Phyllis understands. She 
knows, exactly. 

She said quite cheerily, " Oh 1 So you’d like to meet 
the whole family ? All right ; why didn’t you say So 
before ? I would have led you to the family mansion 
days ago, only I thought it would probably bore you 
to tearless sobs. Most young men— but you certainly 
aren’t much like most young men, are you ? ” 

" Is that what you think of me ? Sorry I don’t 
meet requirements." 

“ I don’t mean that, but you can come home to 
lunch with me now this minute if it appeals to you,” 
said Phyllis carelessly. She jumped up off her chair 
and looked at her little wrist-watch. " Lunch is at 
one ; mother likes it early. But wait a minute,” she 
laughed. ” I suppose it has to be father as well, 
hasn’t it ? The fascinating Harry only lunches in the 
bosom of lus family on Sundays, of course. So if you 
want to be strictly correct, what about coming next 
Sunday at one ? ” 

” Thank you,” saud I, determined not to let her rag 
me out of what I consider the right thing to do. ” I 
shall be very glad to come then, if I may.” 

" But don’t you start being on duty at another time 
the end of this week ? Won’t you be working from 
eleven on ? ” 

” No. Slim Grantham asked me to swop with him 
for Saturday ; so I’ll be on night duty then.” 

Phyllis gave a little curl up of her mouth at the name 
of Slim, evidently thinking he always had everything 
arranged to suit him. . . . 

" Weil, but this just suits me, Phyllis 1 You see 
I’m free on Sunday until I go on again at three; 
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so I can come to lundi at your house. Thank you very 
much." 

" For the typical stodgy British Stmday limch ? 
The clasric joint of roast beeft Baked potatoes I 
Rhubarb tart with custard I Cheese and celery ! " 

" WeD, what’s the matter with th<^ ? ” 

" Also the whole family, parents, brothers, school- 
room party all gathered roimd the festive board to 
inspect you ! Brave man ! ” laughed Phyllis as she 
shook hands and turned. " Got the address ? Very 
well, then. I’ll see you — ^we shall all see you at one 
on Sunday ! ’’ And she was off before I could even 
say " but where shall I see you to-morrow ? ’’ 

Two whole days until Sunday. . . . 



CHAPTER XII 
A Move On 


*' The touch of a vanished hand." 

—Ttnnystm- 


THE BOY'S STORY 


Funny how after all this chat about Sunday I wasn't 
able to keep that appointment after all ! 

Something happened in the meantime that’s made 
a good deal of difference to me. I don’t mean any 
immediate difference. But I know it’s brought my 
name up before railway mandarins who otherwise 
wouldn’t have heard anything about me, young Smith 
of the Military Department at our terminus, for 
another umpty-two years; if then. 

It began with the War Office. Of course, they were 
demobilising at a great rate at that time and it was 
a ticklish business in more ways than one. When 
fellows are stamping their hoofs waiting to get de- 
mobbed they don’t think of the tremendous work it 
means for shows like ours. Why, I know I was the 
same myself, when I was getting out of the army, or 
I would have been, if I hadn’t been on the rmlway 
before 1 joined up, and so had an inkling of what was 
behind all the hold-ups and so on at a big station. 
I shan’t forget last Saturday night at our place ! 

In came " special " after " special,” often almost 
touching, and each one carrying its thousand men or 
so to their own particular disposal centre. All this 
on the top of umpte^ extra leave trains, movements 
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of troops in the country itself — ^not to speak of the 
ordinary train services carrying civilians backwards 
and forwards about their business, and taking every- 
thing for granted unless anything were ten minutes 
late. But to get. back to the War OfiEice. 

As 1 said, there’d been a good deal of dissatisfaction 
among the men because they couldn’t get whisked 
back direct to wherever they wanted to go on a sort 
of magic carpet. At one or two of the stations there 
had been scenes, and the men had marched theng- 
selves off to Whitehall to find out what about it. 
The less there was of that kind of thing the better. 
So that night some inspired Transport Officer at 
headquarters had decided to show us how to do it. 

Without consulting anybody, he’d started in to 
divert trains from where they should arrive normally 
— ^we’ll call it terminus " A ” — to our station, which 
we’ll call terminus " B.” I don’t know if he thought 
it was further from Whitehall or if he just wanted to 
get the men scattered a bit. Scattered, indeed ! 

Well, having taken Slim’s place for duty that night, 
I was up in the office thinking I shouldn't have any- 
thing particular to do and might get quite a lot of 
sleep between telephone calls, when in rushed young 
Herrick who was to share the vigil with me. 

“ I say,” he burst out. " What about these 
specials ? Three of them in the last ten minutes, and 
Johnson’s foaming at the mouth about them. Wants 
to know why the devil you didn’t tell him ? ” 

" TeD him what ? What specials ? ” I said. ” I’ve 
had no orders about any specials. Must be a mistake,” 
” Well, you can hear ’em now ; the soldiers, I 
mean,” Herrick said. " There’s about two thousand 
of them in fall kit just got in and trying to push the 
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Tefreshment-room walls in, and eveiythirg shot up as 
you know — and what’s to be done with 'em ? " 

As he spoke I heard that sort of low growling across 
the 5^rd below. 

I nipped to the other window. 

There they were. . . . Under the half obscured 
station lights, with some of the air-raid paint still on 
them, I could see what looked like a sea of dim tossing 
khaki ; it sounded like a sea, too. 

Men on leave, men waiting for demobilisation, 
soldiers out of every crowd there is ; no end of Scots- 
men, from long distances I expect, with their extra 
day’s leave to get to their homes . . . Poor devils ! 
Many of them must have been four days on the road 
already, and not so much as a cup of cofEee to put 
inside them — stiff and frozen as they were — I knew 
enough about that. 

I felt as if I were back in the army myself, and the 
war still on . . . funny how, instead of feeling rotten, 
I was revvied up agam as if I were out for some sort 
of an adventure with my pal Tim Harrison. Tim was 
just full of initiative ; "funny how I seemed at that 
minute to be thinking hard of old Tim at the same 
time as I was full of what to do about all this ; fimny ! 
I seemed to know just how old Tim would have handled 
it. 

I dashed back to the telephone. Before I got to 
it I’d changed my mind about ringing up the War 
OfiRce first. It was too urgent for that ; I wanted 
something done quick. 

Three-quarters of those men losing patience below 
there wouldn’t have got their pay and the rest would 
have only French money, and the refreshment rooms 
would be no good to them even if they wwe open. . 
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And the rush of anotiier incoming train warned me 
there was no time to lose. 

I grabbed that telephone and started in doing 
unheard of things with it; things I’d no authority 
for 'doing, as 1 knew. Three more of those blessed 
trains had come in before I so much as took breath. 
Then I looked up and saw Herrick standing there like 
a fool — ^means well, but he's young, that sort of chap. 

“ Good Heavens, man,” I cried, “ get a move on. 
You heard what I said, didn’t you ? You ought 
be half way to ' A ' Terminus by now. Get into a 
taxi and don’t come back with less than five thousand 
pounds in English money, in half an hour.” 

I saw the refreshment-room lights were going up 
now. Bon ! As Herrick disappeared I sprang to the 
telephone again to tell them about taking French 
money. . . . 

You see, by past midnight that night, when the 
last theatre-goer had reached home and most of 
London was comfortably in bed, we had this mob of 
ten thousand in our terminus, a very mixed mob, 
feeling themselves ill-used, and ripe for any mischief 
— ^and away from their own officers. To make matters 
worse, the officer who was temporarily in charge, and 
who did not seem to know his duties had given the 
order that the men were now to go home and to 
parade again next morning at the station at eight. 

Home I In overflowing London, with scarcely a 
bed to be had at that time, and with half of them from 
the North ? Parade again next morlflng, after the 
parading they’d done for the last four years ? No 
wonder they raised a yell that almost lifted the station 
roof off ! 

This was as I dashed out of the office, down the 



A MOVE ON III 

stairs and into the station itself. I knew there were 
only two things that would quieten those men. 

Something to eat, something hot ! and their pay. 
The first was being got ready for them as quick as 
the scratch staff I'd raked together from a dozen 
different departments could get it. The second ought 
to be here in five minutes unless that ass, Herrick, 
fooled it. 

But if the men wrecked the place in the meantime ? 
It looked as if that were coming now unless some one 
could stop it. 

Suddenly I found myself close to the young officer 
who’d given that rather tactless order. 

I said quite shortly, “ I say ! I'm a railway pfiicial 
here. I think I can keep these chaps quiet, I'll apolo- 
gise afterwards. If you don't mind '• (not that it 
wotild have made any difference then if he did mind ), 
" I'm going to speak to them." 

I forced my way through, barging against boulders 
of muddy equipment ; the fellows were, of course, 
loaded up to the eyebrows, as Tim and I had been in 
our day ; with knapsack, muddy boots, shrapnel- 
spattered tin hats, souvenirs, nondescript brown paper 
parcels, pioneer axes, rifles with bits of sacking round 
the muzzles ! — and I jumped up on to a station barrow. 

" Clear away to that entrance thar ! " I shouted, 
like a word of conunand. " Your pay's coming." 

Only a dozen or so nearest to me could have heard 
me above all that growling din, but that was enough. 
The words rancnlong like rifle fire. Pay I The sea of 
faces shifted up towards me, me standing on the 
barrow with the cheek of Old Nick, in my dark smt 
and no hat on. Tim was reckoned jolly good with 
the men when we wer^ both in the P.B.I. ; he always 
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said I was ail right, but I wasn’t up to him. He 
said 1 was all right — ^funny how I remembered it then I 
I felt just as if he’d put his hand on my shoulder and 
kept it there for a second in a way he had. This 
made me so bucked with myself all of a sudden, that 
I could have done anything. Before any of those 
faces could turn away from gaping up at me I went 
on, " I’m an officer ” — ^none of them would have 
guessed that this had only been for six months in the 
R.A.F. — " and a railway official here. If a dozen .of 
you will mount guard at these doors,” I shouted, 
and bear a hand inside, you’ll have something to 
eat all the quicker. A dozen of you,” I rapped out 
sharply, ” I didn’t say a hundred. Here, you ! and 
you ! and you ! ” I pointed, picking them out and 
hoping I should be able to keep this up and hold 
them — ^it was the rummest feeling, holding them like 
that ! — ^until I got the thing going. 

I heard mutters out of the crowd : " Who’s he?” 

“ That’s an officer all right ” 

" Says the pay’s coming ” 

” No parade ” 

“ Make way for the pay there 1 ” 

And as the shout was taken up, “ Make way for 
the pay ! ” by sheer luck I heard the horn of Herrick’s 
taxi, and the waves of that khaki sea shifted to left 
and right like the waves of the Red Sea. 

The taxi glided \jp the middle and Herrick and 
two officers got out ; he’d raised two officers. . . . 

Well, I needn’t go into details of all the rest. In 
ten minutes one of the Lost Property offices had been 
converted into a pay office, and the score of sergeants 
amoi^ themselves were marshalling the men into 
S(»neHung like order. I only^aid one more thing to 
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them. " French money will be taken at the canteen 1 " 
1 bawled. And then I sprang down from my barrow. 

As 1 did, I could almost have sworn I felt that 
friendly hand on my shoulder, like Tim used to put 
it. That place on my shoulder fdt warm, as if from 
his hand ; oh, it’s all nonsense, I know. Just imagi- 
nation. But it was thinking of old man Tim that had 
sort of helped me, and I still felt bucked, even when 
I'd legged it back up to my own office — and to the 
storm-and-a-half that was waiting for me there. 

Four fellows, my railway superiors, were raging 
and fuming and demanding to know where (the some- 
thing) was Smith. 

" Ah ! There you are,” barked Robinson, who'd 
got his overcoat collar buttoned up over his pyjamas 
— ^he'd evidently come strcught from his bed in Ealing, 
here. “ Where’ ve you been this half-hour, may I 
ask ? Why weren’t you at your post ? ” 

I suddenly thought, “ Blast all these chaps.” I 
felt years older and more experienced than the lot 
of them ; I felt like owning the blessed line. I took 
no notice of Robinson for a minute. I was in for it, 
so I might as well fiddle the tune out. Neck or nothing 
— principally neck. 

1 grabbed the telephone. 

"War Office,” I called. "That R.T.O. ? . . . 
Thwre are ten thousand troops here, sir . . . Yes . . . 
Yes . . . We’ve sent over to borrow their pay from 
Terminus ‘ A,’ and they are getting it now. . . . 
Now . . . Yes ; given orders that French money is to 
be taken for their food, sir . . . After that I suppose 
they are to be allowed to continue their journey ? ” 

1 heard a pleasant, lady-like man’s voice coming 
thinly back. ” Oh, c^tal. Thank you very much. 
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We were wondering what had better be done. Yes I 
That’s just what you ought to have done. Thank you 
so very much!:” 

" Thank you, sir. Good-bye.” I hung up the 
receiver again. My work was finished. 

As meek as Moses I turned to the others. I knew 
I was in for it now. To-morrow would probably see 
me sacked for exceeding my duty. “ Couldn’t be 
helped.” I said politely to Robinson. " I beg your 
pardon, sir, for interrupting you. I think all’s straight 
now ; what were you asking me ? ” 

Then the storm-and-a-half broke. . . . 

There was absolutely no doubt I deserved what 
they said. No doubt I had scandalously exceeded 
my authority, taken things upon myself as if I were 
a manager. But . . . 

Ten thousand men were safely fixed up, and a nasty 
lot of trouble had been avoided at both Whitehall 
and the termini. Old Tim would have enjoyed the 
fun of it, I thought. 

* * * * * 

At eleven o’clock on the Sunday morning. Slim 
lounged in. Foimd me busy writing. I had to get 
out a report — and it ran pretty long ! of what had 
happened the night before. I’d been assured that 
this report would be nearly cert^ to mean the sack 
straight away. 

But even while R»^binson and the others were saying 
so, I’d been making up my mind to something different. 
It shouldn’t mean the sack. It should mean thin^ 
getting a lot better instead of worse for me. Jack 
Smith. Or, if it meant my leaving this moth-eatoi 
line with aJl these old ladies at the head of affairs 
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I’d see tliat somehow — somehow I’d get a better job 
than this. Handling that situation last night — even 
if it hadn't been a Hg thing really, it had given me 
a taste for getting a bit of authority instead of being 
a mere understrapper for years and years, on just 
enough to keep me going, all by myself. A fellow 
can’t go on living as I’d been living since the Armistice 
broke out. A fellow’s got to have position ; money. 
Can’t do without money — ^how can he be anybody, 
or see anybody, or marry anybody on very little more 
than two quid a week ? I was fed up with things as 
they were. . . . They’d got to alter, , . . 

“ Hullo, old horse,” said Slim, putting do^tm his 
hat, ” it's not often I see you working up to the last 
minute like this.” 

I couldn’t be bothered with Slim just then. Slim 
isn’t dependent on this line ; he’s only here pro 
tern . ; going back to something quite good in Canada. 

” I’m staying on to-day ; I shall be here till the 
afternoon, I expect,” I said to him, shortly. Then 
I remembered that appointment for one o’clock. I 
saw Slim glance above the desk and twist that jester’s 
face of his as % leant over to the telephone and got the 
Carteret’s number, then pull himself quickly together 
to pretend he hadn’t taken any notice. 

I left a telephone-message to say I was awfully 
sorry I couldn’t lunch, then I went on with that 
report of all those enormities I’d committed last night. 

So that was why I didn’t meet Phyllis’s father that 
Sunday. A week later I was asked to 99 (their 
house) to dinner. And the first thing her father said 
when I was shown in, was a bit of a surprise to 
me. 

“Ah, yes,” Mr. Carteret said, with a very ^arp 
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black-eyed glance at me, “ you're the young man 
who's the hero of that affair at Terminus ' A.' " 

Up to then I'd been pretty pleased with myself for 
getting a move on that night. But what a dash, siUy 
way of putting things ! A " hero "... Hardly 
one's idea. And then to think of fi 3 dng, and things 
chaps have done . . . like Tim and lots and lots of 
them that one's watched and known. ... It put me 
dead off myself and him and everybody. Put my back 
up for a minute. 

Afterwards I came to see that Mr. Carteret's version 
was going to be pretty useful to me. . . . 



CHAPTER XIII 
No Imtentiom 

*' All men are born dogs in the manger.'* 

— Platitude. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

I CAN give you my word about one thing I hadn’t 
the very faintest idea of getting engaged to Phyllis 
Carteret until the day before I went and did it. 

That was a month or so after the affair at Terminus 
“A.”, and, of course, after my promotion came 
through. 

For I did get my promotion. I’d made up my mind 
that I’d have to have it. It was that or the sack ; 
and my luck was in. Huge luck for me that they’d 
put a new man in at the head of our line, and that, 
as he said to me when I reported to him. he didn’t 
care what was " usually done ” ; he wanted the men 
he thought co;ild do the jobs in those jobs. 

My new job meant a certain amount of office routine 
still, but quite a lot of travelling up and down the Une 
as well, and also a rise to six quid a week. Six ! . . . 
1 felt a millionaire for days. . . . 

But was it that that made me change my mind 
about Phyllis ? It helped, of coxirse. . . . So, in a 
way, did the talk I had with Slim Grantham. This 
was in the office just before I came off duty one even- 
ing. I was putting on my gloves and looking round 
for the clothes-biush. I’d got a rub of plaster on my 
new trousers. 
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" Here, let me give you a brush behind,” Slim 
said. “ What was the peace-time price o’, these, by 
Jove ? ” 

I told him. 

That new suit had certainty not been cheap ; but 
if it had cost twice as much 1 should have got it. I 
Mras as fed-up with my old ” civvies ” as I’d been with 
the rest of my life. That overcoat of mine had been 
a disgrace ; a wonder any girl would let herself be 
seen with me in it ! Some wouldn’t have, I dare say^ij 
but Phyllis was nice in that way, always. I jolly well 
meant to be well turned out now, if it were only on 
her account ; but clothes do make a di:derence to a 
man’s whole prospects. Everybody notices clothes, 
whether they think they do or not. I've found that 
out already. 

Slim grinned as he moved round to brush the front 
of me, and rattled on in a way that had begun to get 
on my nerves a bit. “ For the journey, the bridegroom 
was attired,” brush, brush, brush, " in an expensive 
navy-blue serge guaranteed to show up every speck 
of railway car dust,” brush, brush. ” Other portions 
of his trousseau were on the rack of the first-class, 
compartment. (Salary being now over two hundred 
a year, first-class travelling.) Must stick your hand- 
kerchief up your sleeve, though, old horse. Spoils the 
breast. The heather tie by Mr. Wing — stand still, 
can’t you ? — ^harmonised exactly with the confetti,” 
brush, brush, brush, “contained in the turn-up <rf 

his trousers ” he burbled on, exactly Uke an ostler 

hissing as he grooms a horse. 

Of course I ought not to have turned stuffy about 
this idiotic burbling of old Slim’s, but, as I say, it had 
got on my nerves. I dare say it’s all that kind of thing 
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that put Phyllis so dead ofi him whoi she started in 
by liking him. 

" You’re always dressy enough yourself,” I told 
him, glancing down at his waisted coat and glimpse of 
silk shirt. " I don’t see what there is in my getting 
some new clothes to make a song about.” 

" I wasn’t singing. Just this charming speaking- 
voice of mine,” Slim said (very Canadian). " But 

you know you’re a tHs funny old horse ” 

" How, ‘ funny ’ ? ” 

" Just the same as you always were. You haven’t 
changed a little bit after all these big changes. Here 
I go and launch you into the giddy vortex, primrose 
path touch, hoping you’ll do me credit with the sex 
and be a success,” Slim said, standing up straight 
agaun and looking at me, ” and weeks later you’re 
as you were. Plus one girl. One / They always do 
say the pleasures of solitude are nothing until 
you’ve some pne to talk to them about. But aren’t 
there any other oysters in the stew ? To talk to ? 
No? ” 

Here I’m afraid I gave m3rself away. " If you mean 
Miss Carteret ” 

” What ? ” shouted Slim. " Haven’t you got to 
calling her ‘Phyllis’ yet ? . . . Snail!” 

“ What d’you mean ? ” 

“ Why, I mean you do after all see as much of her 
as any flanc6 coidd wish I Where were you Monday, 
Tues^y, Wednesday, night? Calling her Miss 
Carteret. When you aren’t with the Great Inter- 
mediate Railway Company, you’re with this one 
girl ” 

'* I like that from you,” I said, nettled. " Haven’t 
you done the Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday touch ? 
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What price that girl in the yellow frock ? But do I 
start in to congratulate you ? *' 

Better congratulate her," Slim said serenely, 
putting down the brush and taking out that cigarette- 
case. " She's engaged all right. Engaged to a chap 
in Shanghai." 

" And you're having a flirtation with an engaged 
girl ? ” 

" Ah, say not so," from Slim, as cool as a cucumber. 
" I haven't been near her for a week. For if you*lse 
going to have the same face next you for ever in tubes, 
taxis, tea-shops, theatres, music-halls and wherever 
you go to after you've finished your day's work in 

this vale of tears, you might as well Why, dash 

it I I reckon you might as well be married and done 
for ! As you seem to be prac ” 

" Rot, man." 

" Well, what does it look like ? ” Slim called after 
me good humouredly as I turned to the door. “ Ask 
yourself. And give my salaams to ‘ Miss Carteret ' 
presently — of course I mean if you see her. Good- 
night ! " 

" Good-night,” I said, and went off. I had to call 
at the box-office of the Ambassadors to see if they'd 
kept those two seats. ... Of course Phyllis was keep- 
ing the evening for me. 

As I went along on the top of the bus I did a good 
bit of thinking — abo’it myself and Phyllis. 

So that was how it struck Slim ? That I'd been 
going on as if I were engaged, or going to be engaged 
to her ? I wondered whether it had struck other 
people in the same way ? Not Phyllis herself ; I 
was sure of that. But her people ? The other people 
whom I'd met at 99 ? Did they all think that this 
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talk of bdi^ “ just friends ” was all very well, but 
that I’d have liked something more if I could have 
got it ? 

Of course all that would have been settled for them 
by my being just Young Nobody on the railways on 
about four pence a year, and nothing to ask anybody 
to get engaged on. . . . 

But now that my prospects looked so different ? I 
was still very fuU of my luck and my promotion, of 
course. What difference might they make here ? 
Of course, as far as they went, they were enough for 
a start, supposing 1 were getting engaged. . . . 

I saw that Slim was right in one thing. I was the 
same stick-in-the-mud old horse, and Monday, Tuesday 
and Wednesday with a girl I liked seemed to me a 
better sort of way of going on than trying a different 
girl for every day in the week. Six on a string was 
SUm's idea of enjoyment. Not mine. I’d come to a 
conclusion that may seem odd to you ; the conclusion 
that I should never really like girls. 

Fact. Not girls as girls and in the lump, as most 
fellows of my age seemed to like them. I’d always 
be “ the same, plus one girl.” A one-girl man. 

Then a light came to me. 

Why shouldn't I be supposed to want Phyllis for 
that " one girl ” ? 

When I thought of the others at the dandng-class — 
well, I shouldn’t have really wanted to meet any of 
them seven days a week. Nor any of the girls I’d 
seen at the Dug-out, or at 99. Phyllis was the pick 
of the whole bunch. 

(I suppose when a man says his sweetheart is the 
best little girl in the wide, wide world he can only 
mean that. The best little girl he's seen.) 
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Phyllis certainly was splendid, so jolly, so full 
vim, so smart. So exactly what was wanted by a 
slowish chap like me. Not slc%;^at my job, perhaps, 
nor with other men. But slbij^, slow with women. 
Slim saw that ; I saw it myself. Phyllis must see it ; 
yet she seemed not to mind it 1 1 was sure no other 
|[irl would get on with me like Phyllis did. . . . 

Not that she'd look at me in that way. . . . That 
Would be too much to expect. I wondered what on 
earth she’d say if I asked her. 

Turn me down, but kindly, for she did like me. Say 
I mustn't see her ? 

That would be awful. Fancy life without Phyllis 
agsdn, back to the old loneliness ! For I’d never get 
another girl friend. I knew I shouldn’t. I’m like 
that. 

Perhaps better just let things stay exactly as- they 
were, I thought rather anxiously. . . . Funny what 
a little thing it took to jerk me away from that. 

At the Ambassadors I found Phyllis herself already 
in the vestibule, looking topping in her black wrap 
with big silver roses. She’d secured the tickets ; 
shb’s always on the spot about those things. A man 
was lifting his hat to her as he turned away ; a man 
I’d met at their house. 

Suddenly I realised another thing. Lots of men 
did go to 99. Phyllis was always meeting men. 
Supposing she got es^aged to one of those others ? 

Nothing was more likely, after all. 

Phyllis engaged, and not to me. . 
bow T'd loathe it f . . . 


. Good Lord, 



CHAPTER XIV 
A Sigh for the Office 

** Gone are the days when my heart was light and gay/' 

— Negro Melody. 

THE GIRL'S STORY 

Is anything the matter with me ? 

Is the spring weather upsetting me ? Or am I 
going to be U1 ? 

Or is it just that I’m an ungrateful little beast to— > 
to — ^people who are kindness itself ? 

I ought to W perfectly happy. I know I ought. 
It's selfish and silly not to be. Anyhow, I ought to 
look it. ... I thought I did, at any rate, not show I 
wasn’t. 

But this Sunday afternoon, when I went down into 
our big basement to fetch another jar for the tulips 
that David had brought for me, I heard something 
that made me rather ashamed of m 3 reelf. Margarit, 
our Welsh maid, was talking to a visitor she’d got in 
the front kitchen; somebody’s cook from near home 
who had always quarrelled fearfully with our Margaret 
but who rushed to meet her the second they Mrere 
both in England together. You know what Welsh 
people are like : they’d rather have blazing rows with 
each other and then make it up in tears than live 
peacefully with the most amiable Saxons. And you 
know how impossible it is not to overhear every word 
that’s said in clear-out Carnarvonshire accents over 
kitchen tea when the maids are enjoying themselves 1 
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This was the scrap of conversation that made me 
feel rather ashamed. 

The visitor's voice : " I -saw that little Miss Julia 
when I was coming down the steps. Dear me, ^e 
has gone to look sad, too I " > 

Margaret’s voice : " Tut, girl ! ” (to rhyme with 
put ”). 

The visitor’s voice : “ Indeed, she was. Sorry I 
^as to see the little thing looking so bad, so wist — ^ful. 

She ” “* 

I shut the pantry door loudly and ran upstairs 
again, feeling annoyed that I hadn’t managed to 
keep my own silly feelings out of my face. 

For the last week or more I’d certainly been in the 
dumps ; missing something most awfully. Missing J 
But what was there to miss, considering there hadn’t 
been anything in my life since we’ve lived in London ? 
— until I got engaged, of course. 

Only an occasional stroll down Oxford Street to 
look in at Selfridge’s window with Grannie ; only a 
brisk walk sometimes in the Park when I’d got a 
bad longing for green grass and fresh air about me ; 
only the treat of a concert at the Albert Hall. . . , 
And, of course, there was going to the office. Ah! 
it must be that, I realised suddenly. 

Yes. It was the funny old office that I missed so 
much. 

Because even that had been a change from the 
everlasting old house. 

Ever since I left the office I’ve scarcely left the 
house — except for house-shopping. Literally I’ve 
talked , to nobody except Grannie and David Lewis, 
which means I haven’t exchanged a word with any- 
body of my own age. No I I am not trying to make 
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out that my fianc^ is the same age as my grand- 
mother. But he is twenty-seven years older than 
me I And sometimes I do feel I'm bursting to talk 
again to somebody qinte ^ly and not long out of 
their teens. Just foi^a change. At the ojQSce the 
very oldest of the girls (Mabel the engaged one) 
was only twenty-four. Her fianc 4 will be twenty- 
seven in June. . . . 

I can't help feeling that in a way it would be joUy if 
David Lewis were only as old as that. (Or am I a 
baby-snatcher ?) I can't help this great big wish to 
see about me some hairs without a single grey one 
and some faces that are quite smooth and smiley and 
»«-sensible ! 

I do, I certainly do miss the girls at the office ! 
And I do miss having something definite to take me 
out every morning, away from the rooms “being 
done '* and the laundry getting put away and the 
“ surely there’s a tea-cloth short here, Margaret,” and 
the " did you complain about that fish from Melton’s” 
and all the rest of those tiny domestic fusses that 
women are supposed to go on living in the middle of 
and liking, to the end of their days ! As for me,l 
miss getting work done that isn’t just rings on curtains, 
or darning up those little places on that table-napkin, 
or polishing . . . 

Horribly I miss the dear old office ! 

Most girls nowadays have gone out to work in some 
sort of office. ... I wonder if many of them feel 
as I do whan they have to marry and leave their 
particular office ? What about some of those pretty, 
rather wistful-looking photographs one sees in the 
Daily Sketch every day — ” Miss Violet Carbon” or 
** Miss Quota Pdman to teed,” and, of course, "to 
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g}ve itp goit^ to the office " ? Do they mmd as badly 
as I do ? ^ ^ 

Or am I the only one t}' ' 

Perhaps most girls stay at the office until the very 
last day or so before the wedding? That wouldn’t 
be so bad, I dare say. What I seehi to mind is bang 
in this sort of hiatus. Not at tl^ office any more, 
.arid not yet married. No house of my ^wn to run, 
‘ arid nothing much to do (apart from goihg out with 
David Lewis) except talk to Grannie and arrange 
• that beautiful standing workbasket and look at That 
Bag ; that gorgeous, crocodile-leather, J^ssian violet- 
coloured satin-lined, gold-fitted, bemonogrammed 
handbag that my fianc6 gave me. , -T^t’s all. . . . 
Why ! I should feel like begging Dayit^ let me go 
tgudc to the office at no salary for the rest of my being 
engaged to him, only that the office itself (he told 
me) is closing down. On Tuesday ‘theR| will be qo 
‘ inore of that office ! . . . Monday would be my la^t 
affiance of ever seeing the darling old office and the 
girls again. 

I must, I will look in at tea-time on Monday. I’ll 
\iake That Bag and go then. 

■ (Later). 

The girls were all fearfully impressed by That Bag. 
Rut they all said they’d be “ frightened to use it,” 
which is so much what. I feel m 3 reelf.’' 

It was heavenly going in there again all among the 
typewriters and the green electric light shades and 
atting on the table by the window and having tea 
out of one of those delightful old white cups with the 
jig-saw. yiih and Petit Beurre W^cuits in the saucer 
with soine of the milk slopped over them. How was 
it that I hardly knew wl^t a happy time I was enjoy- 
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ing really, all the time that I'd worked in that pet of 
an office ? Years and years it seemed since I'd been 
there. Those were the dh^l And only now did I 
realise how perfectly Upping it was to see Mabel's and 
Ethel's and Dorothy's pretty blouses and hairs again, 
and how amusing to hear them talking nonsense, and 
how badly I had nidssed them ! 

I don't th^ they'd had time to miss me. Dorotliy, 
was full of ute new dancing-class that she had joibed ,' 
since I saw her. “ Why don't you come, kidffie ? " 
she said to me. " Ethel's going to." 

A dancing-p^ I 

" What's it like ? " I asked, feeling out of everything. ■ 

"It's over the Cromwell Road," Dorothy said.-, 
" Ever so jpl|y. A great big front room all mirrors 
and gilding, 4 nd a lovely floor. Two awfully nice'; 
girls teach. Qim’s got a bush of frizzy hair all bobhed 
— ^thej' call her 0 -Cedar Mop. Then there’s a Miss 
Cstrteret, who’s been teaching there lately. She, 
always comes in with a great tall boy, with nice e}^^. 
Smith, his name is,” chattered Dorothy. " We all 
think it's a romance and that they're going to get 
engaged. ... It is fun watching people. All sorts . 
you’d meet there. Australians — they can dance ! 

JoUy music, too. Do come ! ” 

As if I shouldn’t have loved it ! 

Even a dancin^<lass to go to would have ma<£i^ 
just all the difference to me. , . . 

" But I should never be allowed — I mean they 
wouldn’t rmderstand my wanting to go. An engaged 
girl and all that " 

Ethel, the girl w&o has such a good time, said 
firmly, “ I always knew being engaged iniust be 
mouldy." » 
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Mabd (the engaged) threw up her chin and said, 
" Oh, thank you ! Not so mouldy, 1 can assure you. 
Mine doesn't mind how much we go to dances ; he's 
got a theory that the people whose steps go best to- 
gether, dancing, are the ones who’d get on, married.” 

” Opens up a train of ideas, that,” said Ethel, 
gazing out of the window at the chimney-pots of 
Westminster. ” Take care I don’t try and dance 
him away from you on Saturday week ! ” 

” Oh, that reminds me. 1 haven’t asked Jt^a 
yet,” said Mabel, turning to me as I gathered up my 
gloves and That Bag to depart out of this atmosphere 
of office dust and carbons and tea and Cheery chatter. 

"Coming to our party on Saturday week, kid, 
aren’t you ? It’s a dancing tea at om house at 
Neasden, and our boys say it’s got to be some sort 
of fancy dress because their khaki is dropping ofi 
them in strips and they can’t really rely on their 
civvies. Dorothy’!! bring some t’rrific dancers with 
her from her Cromwell Road place ; oh, we’ll see you 
have all the partners you want. Tall boys and nice 
eyes and everything ! ” Mabel laughed encouragingly. 
“ Wear your hair down and be ' a little cottage girl, 
she was eight years old, she said.* We aren’t sending 
out any proper invitations this time. Just say you’ll 
come. You must. Mr. Lewis will bring you, I know, 
if you ask him prettily. That's quite settled.” 

They all took that- as such a matter of course that I 
did too. 

I looked forward to that party very much indeed. 



— Shak^p0ar». 


CHAPTER XV 
" Cau’ yr Drw 1 ” • 

Youth is full o| itport» 

Age's breath is short/* 

THE GIEVS STORY. 

Quite gaily that evening I told Grannie and David 
Lewis that I’d just been given an invitation that was 
going to be such fun ! 

The mere idea of it had chased away the tiUy 
depression which had made Margaret’s friend imagine 
that I looked “ wistful.” 1 was chattering away, 
about fancy dress and what 1 could wear and what 
David might go as. so hard that for some moments 
I never noticed that Grannie and my fianc^ were both 
looking— well, uninterested — ^uncomfortable — ^fidgetty. 

I stopped as I saw it. 

Then Mr. Lewis said, " WeU ! It’s very kind of 
these people to ask me, I’m sure. But .... well, 
well I I’m afraid my dancing days are over.” 

I said, “Oh/ V^y, people’s grandfathers go and 
dance nowadays like anything I ” 

“Yes? I never was much of a dancer myself at the 
best of times.” 

“ But, David, at dsmceslotsof people like looking on.” 

" Do they, my dear ? ” He laughed, but there was 


* Shut the door. (Wdsh.) 
I»9 


I 



130 SWEEim^RTS UNMET 

a look in las ^es that made me ^ I’d said the mrang 
thing somdiowv 

So, to make tq> i&[ that, I pat my haS 4 on his ooat> 
i^eeve and said, ” Ohl And 1 so hoping srou'd 
come #00 1 ” 

Here Uiannie lifted W neat grey head .from her 
knitting and loc^d ai^me from the other side of the 
hearthrug. ” But, Julia, my dear child,” she put in, 
” you wouldn’t dream of wishing to go to a party of 
any sort mthout David, would you, dearie ? ” ^ 

She said it quite gently, but at the same time there 
was a dash of shocked reproach in .hi» voice. I 
saw that she had suddenly been faced with an idea 
that was perfectly terrible to her. For an engaged 
1^1 to think of going anywhere, unaccompanied by the 
man to whom she was engaged I Mabel often com*- 
mitted this crime, I knew, before her fianc^ got 
demobilised. Mabd said that he himself said th»e 
was no reason that, just because he was kept kicking 
his heels in France, his girl should get her to a nunnery 
as far as dances and theatres and things went. And 
that he preferred getting cheery letters about which 
were the best shows on in town that they could go to 
together, afterwards — ^to melancholy notes about how 
dull she was without him. Of course the ideas of 
Mabel and her set always seem rather unconventional 
to me, but Grannie’s .views are at the opposite pole. 
I’m sure that “ in Queen Victoria's golden days ” she 
no more thought she dould go anywhere without 
Grandpapa and the chaperone than that engaged 
peofde would ever, say, fly from Hendon to Paris 
together for an outing. As for " poor Edwin,” David’s 
father, I expect he would have fainted away into one 
crumifle of p^>tqp trousers and side-whiricers ki the 
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zoere idea of bdmviag like Mabel's fiancd to "pocM: 
dear Nesta/* Krho was far above rubies, aad whose 
owa beaodfiil rubies i was wearing on my engagement 
finger at that very minute. To Grannie these peqple 
were still much more real and alive and grown-up than 
*' her little Jidia," who was engag^ed to “ Nesta's boy.” 
. . . Only 1 ' . . somehow . ... it made me feel all 
shut lip, shut in. by churchyard walls with big 
date grave-slabs on every side of me. 

Or was I morbid ? 

I only said. ” Oh. no. Grannie. If David wcm’t — 
if David doesn't care to come, of course I can explain 
to Mabel. . . .” 

But here David slipped one hand into my arm as I 
sat on the fender-stool near his chair, and with the 
other hand turned up my chin to make me look into his 
face. ” Did the little girl want sp^much to go to the 
party ? " he- said in his kindest voice. " Well. now. 
look here ; let us see what is to be done about it. 
You don’t think I’d want to stop any pleasure of 
yours, little woman ? ” 

Grannie. r^roachfuUy. ” I am sure, David, that 
nobody in this world could ever think that I ” 

"Nothing I’d like more than to see you enjoying 

yourself,” went on David, squeezing my arm. " The 

only thing is I want you to be with nice people 

dhvays ; the right sort of people for my little girl, 

eh? Now. who are these people that are giving this 
? *» !• 

" Why, David, you know Mabel quite well ! Mabel 
Heiuhawe at the dOhce.” 

I ;Duvid BUiimured that knowing a girl at the office 
was hardly t^ smnue tlung as being on friendly terms 
witli her in. har' own home and with her famify. . , 
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Wlmt wa^ family.?; . . . Miss ff&E^Wd; yes, 
latiter giggly At times . . . dijessetl A Uti^ : ^wily, 
didn't ^ ? SliQ, no doubt ^ mis b. iiiee giid ^o^atgb 
in tier way. ... 

And then David qaade a suggestion. 

•Why hot a^ this Mss Henshawe and her fiancd 
to tea here, in Mrs'. Party’s house, beftne committing 
tmrselves to goh^ to the Hen^awes ? Have a look 
at them first from the p<^t oi view of sodud inter- 
course ? Rath^ more satisfactoiy, David thought ? 

Grannie thought so too. 

. So I wrote. Mabel answered' that she alld 
** Roderidc ” would be delighted to come. 

E-ver so pleased, that afternoon I ihade our old- 
&shioned dining-room look as pretty as . possible with 
David’s tulips and narcissus, and I got ready a teal 
CatnarvonsMre sort of tea. Butter from home, home- 
made bread and fish-paste, and a jar of lemon-cheese. 
Best of all, there were the light-cakes made by Margaret 
(who was in a regular flutter of joy at having 

company ” ; strangers, too ! to tea). Piles of the 
proper Welsh light-cakes, fat, hot, rich ! Golden and 
tawny-brown as the clrunps of wallflower that grow 
out of Carnarvon town-wails I scented just like those 
wallflowers when the hot spring sun mdts the snow 
from our mountain-range ! 

Oh, I thought it would be such a lovely tea, and 
everybody would be sure to enjoy themselves. At 
four o'clock, when Mabel and her j)arty arrived, 1 was 
as jdeased as if they’d been the saster and brothers 
that I'd never had. With their bright faces and 
clear , gay voices they seemed to me, as they trooped, 
into our drawing-room, like a b% burst of sunl^^bt 
shining out over a bleak landscape. 
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Or «in t exoigmiting, ^ usual ? 

Anyhow/ tliy^ And when they wmt I 

thought it had be^ such a lovely^ cheeiy, amusiz^^ 
irien^y, joily^ soH ^ visit — sudb a really successftd 
Uttle afternoon I 

♦ m ♦ ♦' 

Five minutes after they^d all gone again 1 realised 
that this was ^uite wrong and that I'd made a fearful 
mistate. r 

For nere follow a few extracts from the conversation 
that took place in the draiwing-room, after I, flushed 
and exhausted but quite happy, had run upstairs 
again. 

First : 

Grannie : I thought, dearie, that you had only 
asked two people to tea ? How was it that 
this Miss Henshawe's brothers joined the 
party uninvited, Julia dear ? 

Then Myself {apologetically) : Oh, Grannie, you see, 
it was only just because they had that minute 
been demobilised and come home ! 1 thought 
it was rather nice of her to bring them, too ? 
Nicer than not coming herself so as to stay 
with them ? 

Grannie {knitting) : H'm. I think they took things 
just a little for granted by coming to a house 
where they were not known, dear child ? 
Myself : They’d ‘been serving four years. Grannie ! 
And — and surely Germans billeted in our 
houses would have taken things much more 
for granted 1 I mean — I mean if people like 
Mabed's brothers and all those young men 
hadn't be^ there to fight them ofi ? 
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3>A^ : Oh, ho. dosi:^ A31 tluse I^W 

dooe^^iten^hdly. Evei^i'1^^ that. 

OtiJy— ^hat do those ^tend to 

do now that they iae ndt of; : :^ 

Th^ didn’t seem to hat^ mhch iuiea, nor 
to be very keen on findii^ any #ork for a 
month! ' 

Myseu: I suppose some people wbuM think all 
soldiers had deserved a holiday. ' 

David: Verj' difierent from a young man I was 
hearing of the other day at my C&b. ^ A 
big railway-man 1 know was talking about 
this yoimg fellow. Now he was a soldier, 
too. Royal Air Force, I believe. But the 
minute he was out of it,'^ back he came again 
to his job. And most splendid work he’s 
been doing on the Great Intermediate Rail- 
ways. Why, the other night when there was 
some disturbance among the troops at the 
terminus, this young railway official, this 
young f^ow, this mere boy of twenty-one, 
took hold and, practically single-handed, 
stopped what looked like going to be a riot. 
They were talking of it all over the Company. 
That’s the way to get on, now, .now wasn’t 
that a fine thing ? 

Mysei:.f (dreadfully uninterested in this young rail- 
way official that I'd never seen) : Yes, 
splendid. ' 

David : But this red-haired young Hen^we, just 
preparing to do nothing whatsoever f<^ 
weeks I Now, I don’t think that’s the s^mt. 
Surely there’s soinething useful he cOuld do 
for his country, not jbst gadding aixmt ? 





ijs 

t JNizi-rolI iliey talk- 

^ , I cbuMn’t ni^e out il it 

^ eat br scaaetiunf they do ? 

odd things they seem to have in 
the of amnsement now-e-days.; 

Pavid: Tes,,v«^t, exactly, is; a Jazz-roU? And 
about the band for their dajice~wlra.t was 
Miss Manshawe saying about her sailor 
^ tHTother blackiog his face to be like the nigg^ 

who used to walk up and down the supper- 
room singing in the old dajrs at Giro's ? 
Ciro*s 1 ... I never was there, of course, but 
things one heard. . . . Rather a queer place, 
1 should think. Weill I hope the Hen- 
shawe's parties wouldn’t be anything of that 
sort ! . . . How many brothers has she got, 
my dear ? 

Myself : Three more beddes the two who came here. 
David : Dear'me. They all dance, I daresay. Well, 
well. 

Pause. 

{Stage directions d la that funny old Bernard Shaw tong 
ago. Gkannie knitting and dropping heaps of stitches 
ttfkt I knew I should have to pick up for her presently. 
David leaning up against the mantelpiece like a husband. 
^''ysBLF moving about the room, a little disconsolately 
• baking up the cushions and straightening the anti- 
macassars that had been disarranged by Mabel, her 
fiaftU, and her hrMersl. 

Again : 

Geannie : 1 fdways diink girls look ever so much better 
tiiey dress a little quietly, and neatly. 
Myself: Grannie 1 You didn't think Mabel was 
dressed ? 
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GsAmrifi : Oh, pea^ps not, dear. Biit .{ noticed that 
^e had ferg^tteh te pthi in her 

hat before she cah»e. out^^^R:|$<d^ 
i^y untidy, I thoiight. ^ 

Mysei^: But that was meant 1\ That was a 
■ “ glycerined " feather J 

' Grannie : Dear ihe ; very ugly fi^ons they seem 
to have in these days. ... 

Pause. 

[Stage directions as before. Grannie stru^ir^ wUk a 
dropp^ stitch. Myself smoothing n mat on 
, occasional table. David quietly watching everything I 
did.] 

David; WeU, my little girl? And. these are the 
young people you think so interesting ? 
Myself : Oh, I don’t know about their being specially 
interesting, David . . . they're just ordinary, 
I suppose . . . just like most young people 
one sees about . . . having a good time and 
all that sort of thing. ... 

David : Is that it ? Well ! . . . Wdl, if you still 
very much want to go to this party of 
theirs, my dear little girl. I'll take you, 
certainly. , . . 

If I wanted to I As if anybody on earth could 
possibly want to go to anything that had been talked 
about as Grannie and David Lewis had just he&i 
talking about our guests ! I looked from Grannie to 
him. At that momraf they se^ed to me exactly the 
same age. The dainty Uttle old lady of sixty-seven, 
primly busy with her knitting, and the solid kindly 
man of forty — something standing in front of the 
fire-^fhey seemed to me just the same number of 
years older than I was. Hundreds of 3reais older than 
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tOT tile 

gdioK ■', 

don't know tiiat"I; t^ea% ifirabt to go ^ veiy much. I*d 

just as so*Ma- stay aimyv ■ 

" Better so, petim^” smd Grannie to her knitting. 
David Leans s^d« "Hease yonrsetf, my dear, yon 
know.” 

Yes, as if an 3 rthing could please one that had been 
pulled to pieces and discussed in a voice like that! 
dh, I coul^’ t go. ' , ■ 

I said again' quite firmly, ” I don't want to go.” My 
own words seemed to me to shut a door. 

A door that had been opening, I thought, to show 
a bright glimpse of the outer wqrld with other people 
who were as young as myself and who laughed and 
sang and danced and enjoyed life and who called to me 
to come , out and play with them. 

It shut that door, leaving me on'the other tide alone 
with Grannie and David Lewis. 



CHAPTER XVI 
Life's Vitageaph 


** And the flickering shadows softly come and go/* 

— Song. 


THE GIRL’S STORY. 


I TBiNK it was because he wanted to show me tjiat 
he wasn’t trying to keep me shut up in the house with- 
out seeing any yotmg people that David Lewis (who 
had an appointment at some man's house later the 
same evening), took me for that walk in the Park 
yesterday. 

That odd, rather frightening walk. . . . That 
extraordinary walk ... I 

Not that anything extraordinary happened. Nothing 
did. We just walked in through the Marble Arch and 
past the War Shrine with its wreaths and flower- 
bunches ; it was a lovely spring evening with the sky 
aU delicate mauve above the trees and primrose- 
colour below, through the budding branches, and the 
band was playing, and every path and every -bench 
and every chair on. the grass was full of people : 1 had 
never before seen the Park so packed. 

Now the " extraordinary " thing was this — that''in 
the midst of these masses of people passing me, moving 
beside me, touching me, with a stream-like flowing and 
eddying of dark or light figures and a speckle of faces 
like the pink dot of tbhse sweets called " Hundreds* 
andrThousands " that we scatter over a tiifie—in^the 
thick of all this 1 felt nwself utterly alone. 

tafi 
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.Far ^ 'was 

engaffsd v V" ■■rv'4 ■ "■''^' ''.' 

M . ^at'Wa-lPplat.^lada^lt;bem 

seem^so tnv^ we} ? Sdtoetbing was 

ladd^.abii^'i^ I'd read in some bo(^ that 

ever3dh^ that is, has three *' dimensioiis *' ; lei^gth, 
Ineadth, and d^tb. Ah, that was it ; - this busy, 
scene had only iiwo dimtiasions for me; it had no 
dq>th, it was fiat, flat as a printed page spread out for 
me to read. All these people. ... They were no 
more titers (to me) than if they’d been the picture of a 
Londrm crowd seen on the Vitagraph. I looked at 
them as if X were apart in the audioice. As for David 
Lewis, close beside me and holding my arm to pilot 
me tbrot^h that crowd ! he wasn't there either. He 
too might have been just a bit of that Vitagraph show ; 
say the rather heavily-built man in an overcoat who 
so often gets into the foreground of a film-picture and 
blots out the view oi the Guards* march past or what- 
ever it is. To anyone in the crowd who happened to 
notice us I suppose he was a solid, prosperous, kindly- 
looking f^ow who was taking such care of the rather 
waall young girl in the purple hat ; ludcy girl. . . . 
To me he’d becmne a shadow, a stranger. Tucked 
und^ Ms arm 1 walk^ by his side feeling as if 1 ware 
all by myself; X was by mj^elf. In all that seething, 
h umm i ng , Mughing, murmuring throng. I was the one 
sditary w^er. 

Or am the only young girl who, looking to 
outsideis, w^tascorted and w^-content, has felt 
that she >w^ moving absoli^y alone through a 
crowd , f 

' Fresentiy^^ i fbtutd myself glancing with an odd 
interest at the {»nk Mbts that jpemed like " Hundreds- 
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„ fta^rJIhonii^&/' ;|^;.^t Isijoes 

: , '. i' 'iliipi^t . “ <iibh^ 'of . i|})ijC^'''"h^^;, ' t ^tl 

I3t(^r know. Eaich of tiiese 4 • 

a_ life-story. Is it a gay ^bmat^^ ^ 

I* wonderedj " Ar^ any of these like me ; lonely ? 
1)0 any of these, walking with sweethea^ or friend, 
feel all the same that they are solitary y^tchers at a 
puppet-show ? This dark-e37ed girl, this One with the 
Australian soldier’s arm about her. waist:''— do^ she too 
feel as if he were not there at all ? TlMjse ori^ loi^rs 
ritting on the bench over there, heading each otho: by 
the hand — are their thoughts millions of miles away: 
from each other ? Is each draining in silence of w 
ideal that he and she will never in this world see ? 

. Perhaps the dream-boy holds her heart ; but her 
hand is clasped by the young nian whom she happened 
to meet first, the second-best boy that she will 
marry. ...” 

Here I broke ofi, thinking ” there’s a cheerful 
thought ! ” and, aloud, I made some quite ordinary 
answer to the last remark of my fianc^, who, of 
course, was chatting away pleasantly to me all this 
time. 

In my heart I was meditating, ” Surely it’s better 
to have somebody than not to haye anybody at 
afl?” 

And I began picking out of the crowd those that 
u^ren’t walking wi^ anybody. ... 

There were plenty of those ; soldiers and young men 
as ^retl as girls and women. Did 1 catch a glimpse oi 
adung wistfulness in their faces^ under the l%hts as 
th^ came towards me, passed as riiapes hurriedly 
seal, arid disappeared, cuot to be seen again by me ? 



Were.'th^' :<iat, 

tii^y n33glit ' 

CAil ■srho-'mf«^^t^(e> '^<^. 

'IlMrt^:\ ,■ r:>';VyK'- '’V'\ ''"li'.."V" '*'' ’ ' •■ ■ ' ■', > ' 

Or, a^<^. Was it tiiie , 

This evening it seemed to me a tra^c tm&, and that 
the Park mth its moddngly gay music was sim;0y fu& 
of peojde who by scone chance had never happened 
upon somecme who conld love them and whom they in 
turn, could ^lovei. Yet, somewhere in the world— 
perhaps not so far away ! perhaps walking in another 
part of this very Park I there might be this scnneone, 
made for th^, bom to be their comrade and delight I 
Missing fife, as long as he missed her and she never 
knew him. . . . ; 

- * ' * * ' 

There rose before me a vision of not only Hyde Park 
but of aH the Parks and pleasTire grounds of all the 
cities of Europe, of the civilised world ; Paris, Vienna, 
Copenhagen, New York. . . . 

These seemed to melt together into one great place 
that str^died away to hoiiaons further than I could 
imagine, and the air above it pulsed and thrilUMl 
with musk,' mocking and gay. And eveiywhem 
I saw faces; As far as the eye could reach, grow- 
ing smaller and smalls to a distant blur of odour 
like flowers a giant flower-bed thick with blossoms, 

I could see,. t)ioM faces, faces, faces. . . '. Hundreds 
and thou^nds,^ faces bf girls and men) And all 
<fl them were ^t^, hui^[iy with longing. All efl 
them ^ow^ chinti^ eiqiectant eyes of 
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blue or Inrcuwa; looking, lookuig, lookblg for some* 
0116 * • « « 

For these were the unloved lovers of the wmld; 
sweethearts unmet 

* * * * 

" Well 1 And what is my little gill thinking about 
now ? ’* David’s brisk kin^y voice seemed to burst 
out in my ear all of a sudden. ” You haven't said a 
word since we took this path; a penny for 3 muT 
thoughts I ” 

" Oh I I don't think I was thinking about an 3 rthii]^ 
in particular, David. Just watching all these people 
go by.” 

'* Yes ; any number of people about to-night aren’t 
there? It’s this fine spring \jr^ther that’s tempted 
them out.” 

(He had said this twice already since we came into 
the Park.) 

” I thought it would be a little treat for you to come 
out and have a look round,” continued my fiance with 
his little squee 2 se to my arm, “ instead of just sitting 
indoors there alone with dear old Mrs. Parry till bed- 
time, since I've got this man to see. Now, what’s the 
time ? ” He stopped to look at his watch. " Ah, no 
hyrry. We can have another ten minutes, enjoying 
ourselves. . . . And then, do you know what 1 am 
going to do ? See if I can find a nice taxi and send my 
little girl all the way' home in it. Bus ? Tut, no. 
We’ll get a taxi in Oxford Street.” 

We got the taxi ; David putting me in as if 1 were 
made ^ glass and would break, and giving the address 
to the driver twice, as if I could not possibly be trusted 
to remember the number of my own home. 



'. As sot^v^ ws.’-^b9id; txanax^'Ja. eorjuBt !ig^ :I ''imi^. thaf 

w« y^BFe si^t my 

taxi. a|]4I' gave; ' 
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Quaint IntsrvieW; 

Tto life is Uke a cim<ms play ; 

. Each, xnask doth to the other gay 
* Let 08 be open as the day I * 

The better to conceal hims^*^ \ 

THE GIRL’S STORY. 

The address I gave vras the first (Eie that came into 
my head. 

For you know I was still in an eii^ted, stirred-up, 
ne;^ mood ; ready either to tprst into tears or to go 
ofi on an adventure of my bvm. I chose the tiny 
adventure. Why not ? I felt. Why shouldn’t 1 ? 
Yes I 1 would I And I did. 

i gave the address of that place in the Cromwell Road 
where they held that dancing class which Dorothy had 
begged me to join. 

I wasn’t thinking of joining, of course. That was out 
of .the question. But I did want to see (for once in my 
life) what kind of thing an up-to<iate practice- 
dance ” might be. I did want to hear the gay, giggling, 
stuttering, babbling tunes of the moment ; not ju$t 
played by the band of some tea-shop where I'd been 
tldiEdi by David, Lut being danced to by people of my 
own age. I did want to see fior mysdd that Jazz-roU 
that there was all this talk ifbout. 1 did w^t a kxdc 
at evenipg-&ocks of rose, and gdld ami jade tmd ivory, 
fltttteiing about a room on Rve. lau^inng ;^ris, instep 
.<si my J^vis^ to stare at those fitocks ^tui^ on to 

. H4 " ' . 
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waxed’faced maimeqtiiits vltb ^^^^loiled simpers 
and bulrtisH eydasiies 1) throt>i^ n ^bpp window T 
Oh, how tired one i^ts of seeing life from a long way 
off and from the out^de 1 
Or was that just my discontentedness ? 

For most of all I iUbnik 1 wanted to break away from 
that mood that had fallen upcm me of feeling mysdif 
" outside ** the rest of the world which was a Vita- 
graph show to me. Suddenly I had found myself 
wanting to come up dose to some of these other young 
people ; wanting to mix with them, wanting to speak 
to them, wanting to be “ in the picture *’ even for a few 
moments. . . . Oh, yes ! How I wanted, too, a talk 
with another gurl. ... I felt that this would drive 
away those uncanny day-dreams that had come upon 
me in the Park and that hung about me even in the 
taxi. This would be the best and the natural tonic for 
me. And Dorothy from the office, who went to that 
dancing class, was the only girl friend I could think of, 
within reach. 

The taxi stopped at that number in Cromwell Road, 
and I thanked goodness that I had brought some silver 
with me in that bag, which, of coiurse, I was canying, 
also David Lewis's latest present — an umbrella with 
a tortdseshell and gold handle (which I’m alwaj^ 
tmified ci leaving behind.) I paid the driver, for- 
getting that David had, said in an independent v6ice, 
“ Don't wait 1 " and marched up the steps. 

In the big vestibtile I came upon a woman in an 
apron and (still feeling ever so independent and 
excited) I asked her if iSus was where the dandng- 
class was held. Of course t imagined she’d just say 
“ yes,” and show me t^tairs ; (Dorothy had told me 
tlmt the dancing-room was on the first floor.) 


K 



146 SWEETHEARTS IJHlIET 

But jbi^ i hud a'^^j^intment and a slttxdL 
TbS) woman in the aptpn lookied in a tired way 
from me to a couple of ]nuikix^-caae$ tied with lope 
and standing in, a corridor at the faac^ 

'* Was here ; the class was here, l£bs/* in a gloomy 
voice. " Didn’t they let you know they yras moving 
to-day ? ” 

My heart sank into my shoes. " Moving ? ” 

“Yes, Miss. The people as owned the house has 
sold it now, and so the class had to dear at a few days' 
notice. Gave the last lesson this aftnnoon. Son^ 
where in Knightsbiidge I believe th^U. be holding 
classes now, but 1 expect the}^’!! be writing to every- 
body to let them know, them as doesn’t." 

Moving . . . had to clear . . . the last l^on. . . . 
Here was a damping thing! A fuimy unreasonable 
sort of feeling took me of this being a much more 
important disappointment than it really eras. I 
thought " if only I’d come before I If only I’d come 
when Dorothy asked me ! ’’ I stood there discon- 
sdately, holding that bag and that umbrdla, and said, 
“Then 1 suppose it’s no good my addng for Miss 
Dorothy Rutter ; there’s nobody here a^all, then ! " 

But the woman in the apron answ^Ml, " I don’t 
know anybody of that name ; there’s so many come I 
But there is one of the 3 ^ung ladies here to-night." 
^e nodded towards the stairs. "She’s waiting; 
^d she’d wait until the man called with the van for 
^ piano ; he said h^’d come, and she hasn’t been 
here half an hour. If you’d like to pop up and speak 
to her about your friend. Miss ? . . . ” 

“ Thmik you ; I will." For I felt I just couldn’t 
go straight home again, having done this rather absurd 
thing all for nothing, having not even seen the room 
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wlKre an tl^se pec^^ dancei, dr any tiie gids wlio 
taught theai. ^ 

The ^cnhaQ -said, “ You know your way up ? " 

'* l;*n find i V sajd I, feding quite adv«iturous again ; 
and I rao up wid^ stairs^ past a dark, empty alcove, up 
another shcot flight ^ stairs and to a door, standing 
ajar. 

Rather diyly, in I went. The floor was hard and 
slippy, to my feet, and at first I could not see how 
big the pi^ce really was because only one of the lights 
had been turned up. This light gleamed mysteriously 
in huge mirrors, in their gilded frames, and along walls 
covered in amber silk. At one end of the room loomed 
something like a covered ha3rstack. The piano, 
packed and ready. And on the top of it sat a slim 
black shape with slender feet dangling, elbows on 
knees, and hands before its face. . . . 

Quite uncanny for a moment, ll^t big, dim-golden 
room, empty but for the one slight dark figure that 
was perched there like a lonely black bird mourning 
for her mate ! . . . I suppose it W2is her attitude and 
her hidden face and the dead-black dress that gave 
me at once thg feeling that here was somebody miser- 
ably unhappy ? 

Or was it just my fancy ? 

At the soimd of my steps on the polished .floor the 
girl in' black started, took her hands from her face, 
and sli|^)ed down from the top of the piano ; all as 
quiddy as a trout, that’s been lying still as a stone in 
a brook-pocd, Harts away as soon as there’s a shadow 
cast from the b&nk. 

Patting up her head in a very smart little black 
three-cornered hat she was wearing, she walked 
qukkly across the duhy floor to me. 
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“ I tlKMight you the people for Rue ]^ano,” ^ 
sud in a qnick careless sort of tone,^^* I^ve be^ 'waiting 
for them here, like Patience bn a i^numad, for ages. 
Did yon want to see somebody here ; is there anything 
I can do for you ? ” 

Still rather shy, I told her s(nnethfog about the 
dahdng-class, and Dorothy. That was 'when 'we began 
to talk. It was at eight o’clock, for I heard a dock 
strike somewhere in the house as I was spea.kmg. 

♦ • * * '. • 

At half-past eight the people for the piano had still 
not come and we were still talking to each other, this 
girl in black and I. We were having the quaintest 
amversation that 1 could have imagined betwem two 
utter strangers. We were talking together as if we 
were sisters or school friends who had know each other 
all 'thdr lives. We, who didn’t even know each other’s 
names I 

She, this other girl, was sa 3 dng to me such things 
as this : 

“ But how many engaged people art in love, do you 
suppose ? They know there is such a thing. 
Haven’t they heard of it unceasingly from these books 
and pla 3 ^ and operas and legends ? Haven’t they 
been told it’s the most perfect happiness in the world ? 
They’re young, and they're cocksure that the best of 
ever3rthing is good mough for them. Concdt 1 All 
our Conceit — ^their conceit, I mean. Solomon knew 
that when he said all 'was vanity. They all imagine 
that the most wonderful thing in the world is bmmd to 
happen to them. But does it ? Does it ? ’’ 

" If not,” I answared this girl wondmngly, ” why 
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are all ' these coi^es tt^ether? What Aos hap* 
pened ? ’■ - 

" Why/' said tlie girl in tdadk, " what's happeaed is 
this. my dear. For years a girl looks forward to this 
mirade that must come iato her hie. A boy, I bdUewe, 
looks forward just as eagerly under all his pretence ; 
more so; perhaps. Their ears are pricked up secretly 
for every sound that may mean it's coming. Their 
eyes watch every shadow cast before. Then, one day, 
the boy meets some girl who takes some spedal flatter* 
ing notice of him. He fancies she must care, and 
almost at once he’s sure he is in love with her. He 
can*t bear to think ^hat it’s not so. Or, put it that the 
girl for the first time gets a little extra attention from 
some young man. She tdls herself, ‘ This must be 
love I ' became she’d hate to think it wasn’t. And then 
each of them proceeds to dress the other up in a dazde* 
costume made of scraps of all the love- verses that they 
can remember, and all the day-dreams they've ever 
dreamt, and all the love-scenes they've ever seen at 
theatres or in novels, and all the love-tipies they've 
ever heard played or sung. Strip off that coat of many 
colours, and how much love is left ? ” 

“ Aren't you very cynical ? Do you really 
think that kind of thing is the reason people get 
engaged ? ” 

The other girl looked at me with her bright blade eyes 
and said, " You told me that you, for instance, were 
engaged to a man who was kindness itself." 

(You see, this part of the talk came somewhere about 
the middle . of our interview. It had started by h» 
notidng my left hand, without a glove on it, resting on 
the piano near which we stood, and by her sa3dng what 
v^ beautiful rubies those were.) 
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^le vreot an, now, in her quick vc^, “ To mfirry 
somebody b^use he’s ‘ kind ' to ytm might seem the 
wttmg reason to some people. Romantic people would 
tell you- that you oiight only to take ^e . young lover 
who Ht up the whole world for you with a magic pink 
light. Sensible people would say that pink light didn't 
last, but that kindly companionship did. Then the 
romantic ones would declare that you wouldn’t be satis- 
fied with the companionship of a man, however kindly, 
who hadn’t been able to turn on even a spark of pink 
light in your life and that you'd resent it and find you^ 
self bringing it up against him for ever — whereas for the 
man who’d once flooded the earth ,wi& rosy ra<fiance 
you would always have a kindness, no matter how 
short a time that light had shone. Then the sensible 
people would say ’ Rubbish ! ' and would exeunt 
omnes, very irritably. Which is their way of ending 
any argument about passion ! ’’ wound up this girl, 
with a curl of her lips. 

I couldn’t help thinking how much more instructive 
it was listening to this strange girl’s talk than to 
anything that my fianc^ seemed to have to tell me. 

I asked, “ But what should you say ? Don't you 
think there are other ways of getting engaged for 
people, even nowadays, than what you were talking 
about just now ? ’* 

“ Oh, yes,’’ answered the other girl, lightly. 
” Think how many a woman marries some one just to 
show, some one else that she doesn’t really care that 
she isn’t marrying hini I ’’ 

“ Pique ? But no nice girl marries out of 
that 1 ’’ 

She looked at me ; looked twice, and smiled, touch- 
ing my sleeve in a friendly way. 
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“Yoa iMretty* Wae-eyed,, old-fashioned .fittle crea- 
ture. Where were you brought up ? Yon ought to 
be weanng a polonaise with <^ieny-coloured ribbons 
and ' a bustle, instead ct a tailoied suit I You talk 
like some one out of an old yeUow-backed novel. 
Now don’t say you think I'm a ‘ nice ’ girl. At least 
I can see 1 am the first woman who’s really talked to 
you, and if we ssaw an 3 rthing of each other you would 
become fearfully fond of me. Yet " 

“ Yet what ? ” 

She tested off with her careless laugh, “ Yet I am 
one of those girls myself ! ” 

I lodced back at this slim, pearly-pale brunette in 
the ultra-smart black frock and the little hat with its 
defiant feather that would have been ridiculous, on 
me. 

She looked wonderful, original — and she was rig^t, 
I could have become fond of her, if we’d been able 
to be friends. But in spite of her smartness Md 
laughter and the . . . chic, I suppose it’s called, with 
whidi she wore those French fashion-paper clothes, 
in spite of the reckless little theories she had been 
throwing off at me, I fdt that she was putting on 
smnething ovar a dark unhappiness of mind. 

Or am I no judge of what another girl feels ? 

'* You don’t mean you are one of the girls who has 
got engaged to show somebody else- — ” 

” I’m not Imgaged yet. But I shaiU be to-morrow,” 
said the girl in black as «x>olly as if she were saying, 
” To-mcarbw I diall go and have a shampoo.” She 
smiled at me, bedding her head high. 

” The . . . other person has asked you to marry 
him?” 

"Not yet, but he wiU to-morrow, as I tell you. 
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my 4ear. He has all tibe sigxis ef it He walked 
aecross the Park , with me this evening when I was 
coming here, before he went on to ni^t duty at his 
railway station; and I thought to myself, 'Ah, 
yes. You’re just working up to a ]»uposal, my good 
lad. But I shan’t let you bring it off to-mght ; be- 
cause I don’t feel quite up to it mysdf ? ' So I headed 
it o£E for that time. But to-morrow I’m gc^ng ofi by 
train with him somewhere, and he will wangle an 
empty compartment ; and shyly (he’s still shy) he’ll 
ask me then. And I shall say yes. . . . And then 
there will be another of those engaged couples ” 

“ Don’t ! ” I begged her. “ Don’t talk like that. 
For I do think you are nice. Too nice to marry 
anyone who isn’t as nice as you ate ! ” 

“ Oh ; but, my dear, he is nice — ^this yotmg man 
who is winding himself up to propose to me to-morrow. 
He’s a dear boy ; kind, chivalrous, brave' as a lion, 
I know ; sweet-natured, straight. Decent-looking, 
too ; and not at all unclever at his job. Knowing 
nothing of passion, and the coloured imdergrowth of 
life, of course! Ignorant as a babe about women, 
but what does that matter ? Men who know any- 
thing about us know, first of all, how to hurt us. It's 
part of All That.” 

As she said the last words her quick, dear voice 
hardened, and again I sensed that unhappiness was 
' near me, and I felt helplessly sorry for her. 

1 forgot my own adairs. Z actually forgot about 
being engaged to David Lewis ; forgot that I myself 
was going to get married quite unromantically and 
without even a glimmer of that "rosy radiance” 
that she had talked about. 

So that was passionate Love and All That ? . . . I 
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was v«cy vague, really, on anjrihiing to do with that 
*' coloured wid^gcoti^. . .. Girls aren't allowed 
to hear anythihg or hd.pful on this subject, which 
at the same tone is what is supposed to settle tiieir 
hfe's h^pjuness^ or tiie reverse. No wonder girls get 
muddled about it ( r 

Or is it only 1 , Julia, who have been brought up in 
a blindtold, out-oi-date, discredited manner ? 

Or am 1 quite wrong, and is All That just an uidm- 
portant detail in a woman's life ? Is " the House " 
and ** Kindness " the important. . . . ? 

Or is everybody who brings us up, ignoring “ All 
That" and sajung, " Hush, dear ; one doesn't mmHon 
such things " — ^is everybody like this wrong, and 
cowardly, and harmful ? 

Or is it only my impertinence to suggest this ? 

Or don’t I know what to think ? 

But to come back to this quaint interview in this 
place where I’d never set foot before this evening, 
where I’d expected to find a crowd of people doing 
the Jazz-roll, and where I had only found this big, 
dim, empty room, with a piano done up in sacking 
and one stranger-girl whom I had never seen in my 
life before, who had begun talking to me like this ! 

Awkwardly, he^tatingly, I said, " I wish you were 
going to be happy to-morrow. I do wish you believed 
that love can come to everyone ! ” 

" Love- — ? " Then she stopped, at an inter- 
ruption. 

From close outside the house, in the bade street 
(m to which the farther window looked, a piano-organ 
began to trill out, loudly and mechanically, a tune 
d which 1 was rather tired. The stranger-girl seined 
even more bored with tiie tune than I was; she set 
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lier Hps and frowaisd aitli llten ste^tped 

qin<My to the back window and ^nt it with a jcak. 

More faintly throt^h the dosed window came the 
beat and thythm of the refrain : 

“ ** Give me the Moonlight, give me ihe Girl / 

And leave the ¥tst ... to .. . me/*’ 

and the girl went on with what she had been g^cang to 
say. 

" Love ? Love hurts too much. * No thorns go. as 
deep as a rose’s ’ ; that’s perfectly true. Count cm 
love, and it's putting all your eggs into one basket, 
a basket with a broken handle. Men don’t want 
love ; it carries them too far out of thdr d^th : 
all they want is to amuse themselves surf-bathing. 
Girls who are out for the best time don’t go in for 
love ; the successful woman is as cold and as shallow 
as a bit of cat’s ice ! . . . Ah,” she broke ofi at the 
noise of heavy footsteps on the stairs, ” there are 
the men for the piano at last. . . . Good-night ! 
Thank you for keeping me comi»ny and letting me 
talk nonsense to you. For it was nonsense ; I am 
gdng to be happy enough with this lad to-morrow. 
Anyhow, I shall make him happy. He’s growing up 
already under my tender care, believe me. Nothing 
like a wdl-managed courtship for bringing them out. 
And to him I’m the only girl there’s ever been ; abso- 
lutely the First. So it ought to be all right, oughtn’t 
it ? Good-b}^, my dear— here, don’t leave that bag 
of yours behind you 

For I was, amongst so many oth^ things, forgetting 
That Bag. 

All the way home to Grannie (who had fondly 
imagined roe all this time under David's wing) I 
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thought o| this oddl^ Mtixoaite. taik ' ivith. this giii. 
very nanw^ ev^. yet, 1 '^d not know. 

She had said bersdf in the iaiddte of it, " Curious 
what sec^s one . will let out to strangers as Icoig as 
one knows 'that qaeh safe never to; meet them again { 
I am lotting you see mcne of the real Me this mom<rait 
than I ^ould eves show to my own family amd the 
friends who’ve known me in my pram ! — ^just because 
I know you’ve never met, or will meet, one ^gle 
person I know, and because you’ve no idea of what 
I'm supposed, to be like in everyday life ! Oh, the 
blessing of unburdening oneself to some one vdio can 
never compare notes about me with one's so-called 
intimates ! ” 

Queer, disillusioned, rather fascinating, smarts 
puzzling, pathetic girl who was to have got engaged 
to-day ! 

My meeting and talk with her seems to have given 
me more to think about than an 3 rthing I’ve ever 
heard said by Grannie or David. 

Or am 1 undutif ul ? 

But all to-day I’ve been wondering about that girl 
in black, and her engagement. 

I hope the young man really is, nice, but that I 
shall never know . . . It’s like having an interesting 
book sent back to the library before I’ve read more 
than a chapter . . .- 1 shall never see her again ; 1 
shall never see him at all. 

My best wishes, all the same, for both these 
strangers I 



CHAPTER XVni 
"Eirst, Return*^ 

1^* And when far away from the lips that we love« 

^ We have bat to make love to the lips that are near.** 

— Moore. 

THE BOVS STORY 

Funny place, a railway cania|;e, in which to a^^a 
gill to marry you ! 

For that was where I proposed to Phyllis Carteret, 
and 1 dare say it was a bit of a surprise to her. It 
was a surprise to me ; in fact everything had been 
that for weeks past. . . . 

Well, how it happened was that I had to go and see 
<me of our men at a station about an hour's nm out 
of town on the Great Intermediate. The night 
before, walking with Phyllis through the Park, I’d 
asked her if she’d care to make the run with me-. 
(You see, I'm able to travel first-class nowadays on 
my " privilege " ; and I could manage another “ first, 
return " for a girh; I was still feeling full of stamps I). 
As for Phyllis, she’d been looking a little pale lately. 

" Been gadding about,” I told her. ” Enjoying 
yourself too much.” 

” Enjoying m 3 rself ? . You think so ? ” said Phyllis, 
with a queer little mdcking sort of smile she sometimes 
has. 1 don't like it. It makes me feel as if she 
thought I was still about eighteen. ... If she were 
engaged to a chap, she couldn’t fed like that, could 
she ? She'd have to realise, then, that he was a man. 

1 told her. ” A dadi into the country will do you 

1S6 
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good ; bJim cabwebs away. You caa go for. a 
walk aiKl get priihio^ or sometbuig while I see tlus 
man, and tbaa I 'U meet you at the tea-sh<^ and we'll 
get the last tram back to town. That’ll land us home 
just in time for. <hnner.“ 

“listea to the old campaigned! How well you 
plan things out, Mr. Smith," smd Phyllis ; getting at 
me. But 1 was' used to that; ^e was like it with 
everybody. She couldn’t be like it with a dhap ^e 
was engaged to. He’d see a difierent sort of Phyllis, 
I thought ; and I thought how wonderful that would 
be. Don’t they always say how love changes a giri, 
softening her into a woman, and all that sort of thing ? 
I must see it happen, some day, for myself ; I must. 

Going down next day, Phyllis was as gay as a lark. 
Chattering away, humming the latest tunes, munching 
the chocolates I’d bought, and teaching me that absurd 
old-fashioned children’s game. Road Cribbage. Each 
of us took one side of the . railway and scored points 
on the different objects the train passed. A black 
sheep cormted ten, a vrindmill thirty, and so on. Great 
fun we had over that. . . . 

But at the back of my mind, all the time, a resolution, 
seemed to pulse in time to the rhythm of the train. " I 
must take a chance, I must take a chance," it drummed 
in my ears. I’d say the most important thing I’d 
ever had to say in my life, to Phyllis. The thor^ht 
had stuck, you know, of her getting engaged to some 
other fellow and of how I'd loathe it, and of what a 
blank there’d be in my life without a girl. All the 
time we sped through the cotmtry aU growing green 
1 was making up my mind. 1 could but try my 
luck with her, after aU. This idea had been there 
even li^t evening when I walked with her through the 
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Rtttie; towards Cromw^ Road, ^ wa;^ to wait 

for tliat man to fetch away the^piano. Yes ; I im^t 
have said something then. But 1 couldn't see how 
1%e land lay, one atom. ... 

jSow does a fellow tell, as a rule ?' Am X a freak 
not to know more about it ? 

Even going down. I couldn’t. Phyllis was at her 
liveliest. She reminded me more than ever of a 
^ncing reflection of light that skips all over the 
place and is never for an instant quiet. You can’t 
say . . . those things to a girl when She’s like thatr^ 

Then, coming home, she was different. I noticed 
that the moment we got into the London train. 1 
had wangled a carriage to ourselves (which I couldn’t 
manage, coming down from town), Phyllis, settling 
herself into her comer seat and tucking her bunch of 
primroses into her coat-belt, was actiially quiet. The 
little mocking sparkles had died out of her eyes ; and 
her mouth (her mouth that was alwa3r5 laughing and 
making fun) had a sort of droop that I’d never seen 
there before. 

I was immensely glad to see it ; glad she was quiet 
and " not doing her rev’vs,” as we’d say in the Squad- 
ron, or bothering to be amusing. Didn’t that show 
1 must be more to her than most of these fellows 
who came to the house and took her about ? She was 
always laughing with them, but here she was letting 
me see her in another light. This was not everybody’s 
Phyllis. Saying nothing ; gentle, I did like that. I 
was fond of her. I believe I’d never known how fond 
I was, of her tmtil that minute. No ; I couldn’t let 
her go getting engaged to other people. Not without 
a shot at it myself. I’d try . . . And then, a new 
mood settled upon me. Idiotically nervous I felt; 
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wtdaed tl^ fa$t faster and bo& ,0 in 

Qfor own places aisd said 1 

Just as I neas tbinking tbis, she stnUed aooss at 
me. Not 1 ^ usual gay, mischievous »xule, but a 
small, rather weary but contented si^ of affair that 
sinned to own up that she knew ^e was with some- 
body who wouldn’t worry her to talk or anything, 
if ^e didn’t want to. 

Funny how that seemed to make me |^d to be with 
her again, at once ! 

I leant forward. I said, " Tired ? ” 

" I am, a Uttle," 

She put up her hands to that lop-sided little hat 
arrangement that she wears, with the feather. SIm 
took out the pearl-headed pins and stuck them into 
the dark, Uue uphobteiy stuff of the carriage-back ; 
then she lifted off her hat and put it on her lap, and 
leant her head back against the window, Cutting her 
eyes. 

It was the first time I'd seen her with her eyes shut 
and her dark lashes down against her cheeks. Funny 
how much younger it made her lopk — and nicer-looldng 
and — ^scanething I’d never imagined that Phyllis 
Carteret could ev^* look. Helpless ! 

She made me feel I’d do anything on earth to help 
her ; not that 1 imagined she wanted helping, really, 
a bit. Except that every girl in the world wants 
looking after ; and doesn’t every man want a girl to 
look after? It’s what he’s there for. And, until 
he’s got her, he’s only half-living, doing half his job, 
knowing haif-enjoyments. I’d been doing that up 
to now and I was fed with it. I must have this 
other. I couldn’t live without it any more. I «must 
be everything to a woman, and do everything for her. 
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. Howi^er, tl:^ only ttang I could do i<« :miyllis at 
that momait was to take the ^t from her lap and 
shove it up on to the radc for bier. 

'‘ Thank you. Jack," she sud, without c^poung her 

63968 .' ' 

Suddenly I came across to sit by her. Em: I thought, 
“ Now I've got her to myself. Half an hour until the 
next slop, ru have my shot." And I pu^ed up the 
arm of the seat next to her so that 1 could sit nearer. 

“ I’m so sorry you’re tired,” I said, feeling my way ; 
feeling a fool, too. ” Poor little girl ! ” •\ 

This was absolutely the first time I’d said that to 
her. It made me feel a worse fooL An awful thing 
happened to me. Cold feett 

I wondered how many fellows with the proposal 
practically on their lips get cold feet like an iron hand 
(that’s a bit mixed, but it expresses what I felt), an 
iron hand that holds them back from what they want 
to do. I did want to. I wished to Heaven I could 
shake this nervousness that was taking this rotten 
form of .hinting, deep down in my mind, " You don’t 
want to do this thing. Stop. This is not for you. You 
are not keen enough." Which was absurd, when I’d 
arranged the trip on purpose ! 

I said to m 3 ^self, ” Ass ! ” I thou^t how different 
eld Slim worild have been. Not with Phyllis in those 
circumstances (she being dead oft him, of course), but 
with any girl he liked., 1 thought, ” What the some* 
thing do fellows sa^^'-next ? ” Nothing came. Words 
dried up in my mouth. 

Phyllis spoke next. 

” Oh, I’m not as tired as all that. It was oidy the 
fresh air made me drowsy when I was picking primroses. 
It’s nice being with you.” 
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This bucked me agaiin, especially when she 
wound up in the prettiest viray she's ever- spoken to 
me : " You are a nice kind thing, aren't you ? " 

" Am I ? ” I pulled myself together to get hold 
of her hand. That was the thing to do. I did know 
that. 1 held on to it. feeling ever so much more 
encouraged. I gave a sort of mental “ shut up / " 
to that voice froni nowhere that was muttering to 
me. “ Stop. This is not right for you. This is ' off.’ 
This is not whtU you are looking for. Let go that hand 
in yours!" 

I held it. “ Pretty hands you've got." I said 
looking at them. (She wore soft grey gloves a bit big 
for her, with three broad white lines down the back.) 
Desperately 1 begem wondering again how all the 
fellows I Imew, for instance, started in to fix up their 
engagements. ... If I could only get the start before 
I got cold feet again I Hardly knowing what I was 
doing, I began smoothing out those white stripes on 
the glove with my thumb as I held the girl’s hand. . . . 

In a second something queer happened. 

Phyllis snatched her hand from me and sat up 
straight with such a look in her eyes, as if she were — 
yes, as if she were remembering something that hurt 
her. 

" Don’t ! " she rapped out. " Why must you think 

of doing that ? It was What made you do 

that, just then ? " 

" What ? ” I asked, staring. " What’s the matter ? 
What have I done ? ” 

“ Nothing.’’ 

Then she sat back. Then she said again. " Nothitig. 
Only it gets on my nerves to have my gloves touched 
like that." 

T, 
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" Sorry,” I said stiffly. 

For who is to imderstajid a woman ? I’d just been 
getting on A I with that rather cranky man I had to 
interview at the station ; I know I'm no fool, really. 
But da^ed if I understood what made this girl fly 
up off the handle-bar and get that look in ho: eyes in 
a flash, just because Td touched her glove like that. 
What was it ? 

She pulled oS both gloves; stuffed ’em into her 
bag. Nobody said another word as the train rusljed 
through a tunnel and out again. I sat wishing we’d 
never met. If you’re bom to put your foot into it 
with women, better live and die a celibate, as Slim 
once said. 

But my next glance at Phyllis showed me that the 
droop had caught down her mouth again and that 
there was a wet gleam through her eyelashes. My 
heart gave a jump, and I stopped having cold feet 
frmn that moment. I thought I’d never seen any- 
thing so pathetic and sweet. This was the different 
I%yllis, at last. . . . 

" Look here,” I blurted out. ” I am sorry I ” 

Phyllis opened her eyes wide and laughed ; but it 
was too late. I’d seen the other look before. She 
tried to carry it off by sa 3 dng lightly, *' Sorry ? What 
on earth for ? You haven’t done anything, Jack.” 

"Yes, I got on your nerves. Th«i I snaj^ted at you. 
When you were tired ! I am a beast ! ” . 

" Oh, what are you talking about ? ” said Phyllis, 
smiling at me. Then I took both her ungloved hands 
into mine, and she let me hold them. 1 todc them 
both up against my face. She let me. Cool, long, 
soft, slender fingers she has got. I foimd myself 
kissing them ; and ^e let me. 
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“ Dear 1 ’’ I said, thankful to say it. 

For didn’t it mean that the best of life was near 
me at last ? She' said nothing. I would have cut oS 
my light hand for her thai. ... I made her lean h«r 
black little head against my shoulder^ and ^e did not 
seem to mind a bit. To think that at last, after all 
my loneliness and empty dreams, a girl’s head rested 
there at last t It was too wonderful ; it was mwe 
wonderful than I could even feel at the time — ^from 
reaction, I supposed. A sweetheart at last ! 1 was 
only Jack Smith the yoimg railway official, a chap 
like thousands of others, but the most wonderful thing 
in the world was coming to me as surely as it came 
to Romeo and those lovers whose story lasts for ever. 
A sweetheart I 1 should realise it presently ; my 
chance, my luck. For she must be a darling to let 
her head rest there. . . . , 

“ You are a darling,’’ I said, my heart thuminng, 
and myself feding sort of miserable all over — ^because 
I was so overjoyed, I expect. “ You know I wouldn’t 
ever hurt you for the world, Phyllis, don’t you ? ’’ 

“I do know. I’m sure of it’’ (softly;. “You 
wouldn’t hurt a soul or make them ever sorry or 
sore. You are the sweetest boy.’’ 

“ Do you really think that of me ? You wouldn’t 
tell me once. You know I’d never mean to get on 
your nerves or anything. And you do like to be with 
me?’’ 

“ I do. I do. You — oh, you’re a comfort to be 
with.’’ 

Funny way of putting it I But at least I was sure 
of her now. Clearing my throat I said, “Stay with 
me for keeps, Phyllis ? ” 

There, it was out now. That rotten nervous mood 
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threatened me for a moment, muttering, ** A mistake, 
a ftmtake. This isn't what yon want." 1 shoved the 
mood away, watching Phyllis's silent face, reflected 
in the glass of the carriage window. We passed a 
field with elms ; three birds flew out. 

" Look. Three magpies. How does that count in 
road-cribbage ? Don't three magpies mean a wedding ? . 
Let it be ours, Phyllis ! " 

She smiled. I held her hands tighter and went on 
tiling her 1 knew it was neck, my aridng her at^all, 
even now I’d got my promotion; but that if ^e'd 
be engaged to me I’d work like ten million niggers to 
make good and get on. I went on about how I knew 
that no end of chaps a lot more brilliant than I was 
would tell her the same thing, but that none of them 
would try harder to make her happy or look after her 
in every possible way. There was nothing I wouldn't- 
do, and she could bank on me. (She knew jthat.) 

I talked an awful lot before I could get her to 
promise anything definite, and I began to feel very 
anxious. We were getting towards town, and I fdt 
I mustn’t let her step out of that train without fixing 
it up. She might go off and meet some of those other 
men at home, and forget aU this softened mood of 
thinking I was ” the sweetest boy.” I couldn’t let 
her. What would be left for me ? That life without 
a sweetheart, with nothing to look forward to. That 
beastly blank l<meliness 6f London before 

” Phyllis, Phyllis ! ” I heard myself beg, and I 
clutched her hands. ” Please. You must be kind 
to me. I— I can’t stand it, I say, if you tmrn me 
down. You won’t, will you ? You’ll have me ? " 

Suddenly she turned. Her eyes were b%: her 
whole face upset. 
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“ Oh, Jack dear ! D’you think I ought to ? " she 
cried. " You're such a dear. Is it playing the game ? 
I'd fed safe and at hmne and on a rock of affection 

with you, I know! But- And if I don't take 

you, you'll find some girl who'd suit you so much 
better ” 

" I shouldn’t, ever / ” I told her, with another 
backward glance at those horrible days. ..." You’re 
the only one 1 shall ever see. What d’you mean by 
‘ if you ought ' ? If 3rou could — oh, Phyllis, I’d be 
the proudest chap on earth." ^ 

" Too good for this 1 " she muttered as if it broke 
from her. " Too good for me ! ” 

" Phyllis ! ” I nearly shouted. How could I allow 
her to say such things ? " Only say you’U have me ! " 

And I knew I'd got to clinch it now ; clinch it. 
I wasn’t going to let her dip away. 1 just wouldn’t 
walk home with her again through streets and parks 
crowded with lovers (as they always seem to be now), 
and I the only man in sight, perhaps, who hadn’t got 
a sweetheart of his own. We were all bom to have 
one, we young chaps of all the countries of the world. 
We've got to find her. Here was mine ; must be. 
Next time I took her anywhere I must be able to look 
at all the young men in uniform or civvies with girb 
beside them, and I must be able to think, " Not one 
of ’em has got what I haven’t got now. Last night I was 
outside all that push. To-nighf I’m one of them. Joined 
up in the big army of the world’s lovers that's mobilising 
for ever not oHly in London, but all over Europe, America, 
wherever there are young men and girls to bdong to them. 
To-night I've got my sweetheart, too. No more loneliness, 
but a happy engagement and a little mate and home ahead. 
I’m for it too. This is it. It must be.” 
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London rushed towards us on each ade .of the train 
as I said to Phyllis, " I won't take No. And you can't 
back out after this ! " and 1 dropped one of her hands 
and lifted her chin and kissed her full on the fj^e~- 
the first time I'd ever kissed a girl in my life. ■ - 

It should have been the most wonderful moment I'd 
ever known. Wasn’t it what 1 had been aching fcff 
ever since 1 had been grown-up ? Wasn't this thing' 
the reason, when men rush ofi whistling to catch 
trains, and girls fly to meet them at the other^end, 
eyes all lighted up ? Wasn't it the song behind ^ery 
time that sends thrills down your bade ? The stoiy 
beyond that line of stars on the most interesting page 
of any novel ? 

Yes. Then — ^funny thing how differently it took 
me 1 Why, in the name of all bad luck, didn't it seem 
to mean those things to me ? Why did I feel clumsy, 
awkward, with the girl ? And why must that infernal 
inner nervousness whisper to me just at that exact 
moment, “ There is nothing in this / You will get 
nothing out of this ! It is a washout / ” . . . 

That was rot. I drove out of the terminus between 
the crowds with Phyllis, my arm about her in the 
taixi, and it was a wonderful moment. 

1 just made up my mind that it must be. It will 
be. It shall be I 



CHAPTER XIX 
What the Family Said 

Anyhow, we haven't got to marry him, . . 

— Any Family, of Any Fianci. 


THE BOY’S STORY 

Seems to me that getting engaged is very much like 
that game Consequences." What " he " said and 
what " she " saud is bound to be followed by what 
" the world ’* said. The world, of course, being the 
little private world of “ thdr ” people and friends. 

Take " her ” people. Alwa5rs a most important 
question to an engaged man (I suppose I shall get 
accustomed, some day, to calling myself that). All 
Phyllis’s people have been most decent ,tp m 6 -t;and 
yet — and yet everyone of them has mai^ll^ to 'get 
me just a bit puzzled. As if they were'^hinking of 
something that doesn’t come into our eugagen^t ; 
thinking of it all the time. Now what is it ? P^aps 
only my fancy. . . . 

To begin with her mother. Now, Mrs. Carteret is 
about the sweetest lady I’ve met. Grey hair fluffing 
out round a pale pink face like a rose that’s been under 
the rain, and lies down a good deal on the big couch 
in their d^wing-room, because she’s not strong. 
Rather odder than her husband, I fancy ; and, I con> 
sider, streets too good for him. But you can tell 
from the way ^e sa3?s ** Harry " and picks a bit of 
fluff off his coat that he's the only man on earth to 
her. I think that’s Ibyely. And I tell you I’m bucked 

167 



i68 SWEETHEARTS UNMET 

that she likes me. For ^e said as soon as I was alcme 
with her, " My dear boy ! I do mean it that 3 mu are 
a dear boy. Jade, I am so happy about this. Oh I 
You don't knqwl Happier than T thought I was 
going to be able to be ! " 

(What did she nu^ by that ?) 

She said, " It’s such a merc^. I can absolutely trust 
my poor wayward Baby to you, I know 1 ” , You see, 
FhyUis is the youngest and favourite ; ^e’s never 
shocked or old-fash, about anything Phyllis does, 
says or wears. Thinks Phyllis can do no wrong 
because she’s like her father. 

As for her father, he said, "Glad Phil’s had the 
sense to' accept you. I never thought she’d settle 
things this way ’’ 

(Now, what did he mean ?) 

" Or see what was good for her,” said Mr. Carteret, 
" a young chap like you ; boimd to rise, steady as 
a rc^, an^,.. not like the test of — well ! you know 
what I th^ of your generation. Smith. I don’t 
see that tiie war’s altered that much, except that 
they, ^^cy themselves more. I can mostly tire ’em 
out s^ when it comes to a day’s going and a dance 
after 1 Gad, they ought to have seen me at twenty- 
five.” 

You see, Mr. Carteret is one of these men who 
can’t bear to leave off being twenty-five long after 
he’s five-and-forty, if you’ll believe me. Says to 
girls, "Remember, I might be your gran^iUher" in 
one breath, and " Rlease don’t call me mister t ” in the 
next. As keen on his clothes as he is on hiS business. 
The kind of man who " holds up ” the bathroom for 
hours every morning and comes out at last in a Paisley 
silk dressing-gown, smelling like the whole inside of 
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Momy’s slK>p. Phyllis told me this. When her best 
pot of vanishing cream vamshes completely, she’s 
safe to find it on the gla^shelf of “ Harry's dressing- 
room among his rows of bottles of special hair stufi, 
tooth stuff and skin stuff." Don’t see the point of 
all this myself in a man (though Phyllis said once in 
her farfetched way thalt it all meant the One Thing 
that a woman). But Mr. Carteret's dashed 

clever, anil ^^pular. Well-thought-of, too, by lots 
of our people on the Great Intermediate. Going to 
be useful to me there. So I'm lucky in my father-in- 
law-to-be too. 

My future brothers-in-law I've not seen yet. Both 
away on ships ; but they wired best wishes. .One 
put something a bit . . . surprising, perhaps : 

" Advise you, as a friend, to tow prize quickly into 
port:' 

Why ? Still, rather jolly and informal of him. So 
I'm lucky. there too. Awfully important how to get 
on with yoUr " in-laws," especially the men. 

Funny thing, 1 never knew that My Fiancee ( 1 ) had 
three married sisters. She took me to see two of them 
the Sunday after we got engaged. 

" Ghastly for you, poor old thing, these inspections," 
laughed Phyllis on our way down. " Still, all engaged 
people are ‘ for it ' in the same way. Be thankful 
it's only one strange house to-day. My lister Doris 
lives with Daphne while thdr husbands are away in 
Germany. They’re twins. I wonder what they’ll 
think of you; and jmu of them** ” 

I thought both Daphne and Doris were pretty, fair- 
haired, gentle, more like Mrs. Carteret than Phyllis 
is ; and — sornehow just the sort of little women that 
you would expect to find living in one of those jolly 
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little red-roofed houses all about Wimbledon, with 
a tennis-lawn, and ev^body near iquite mad on 
tennis. 

“ Do you play tennis ? ” was the first thing the 
twin sisters asked me, both speaking together. So 
thfey did when they asked “ Are you a bridge-player ? " 
They were both very sweet to me at tea ; I saw^ey’d 
got rather an extra “ manny ” sort of t^^^l in the 
dining-room, instead of the rather sort of 

drawing-room, with anchovy paste on home-made 
scones that they begged me to take “ while they we^ 
hot.” They both called Phyllis " dear," and said 
how awfully well her bobbed hair suited her. Presently 
Phyllis went off with Doris to see the baby asleep, and 
I was left with Daphne. i,. 

She said to me in a mildly ” raggings' sort of way, 
'* I do think you were brave to come. -Isn’t it rather 
dreadful for you, being * 'vetted ’ by a whole family 
like this?" 

“ Not if I pass. Not if you think I will do as a 
brother-in-law ? ” 

" Oh, yes,” said Daphne prettily. (I like women 
who can blush.) ” Oh, we’re so glad to have you. 
Really and truly. I am sure Doris is too. We 
think it’s so nice ! We never, never thought that 
Phyllis-” 

She stopped, a little oddly. 

” Never thought that Phyllis what ? ” 

“ Oh, nothing. Only "we never thought that Phyllis 
would be able to like anybody like you ! ” 

'* Why not ? ” I laughed. ” Am I as repulsive as 
^*all that ? ” 

h ” Oh, of course not 1 We — ^we think you delightful. 
sUhily — nobody, can ever tell what anybody’s ever 
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going to :like, can they ? The unexpected always 
happens, doesn't it?. Doris and I do reaUy think 
it is such a very, very ^)od thing for FbH I " 

This again I didn't quite grasp. So far everybody 
had been so glad but so surprised that it was me. 
Jack Smith, that Phyllis was marrying. It is sur- 
prising luck for me. But there seems a special brand 
of surprise over some reason I haven't fathomed. . . . 
However, the twins approved; so I was lucky again 
in two of my sisters-in-law. 

"Quite dears,” Phyllis 3rawned on her way back; 
" but how they do make me long to smash all the Goss 
china in the house into their grand piano and dash 
out screaming. Their house is too like millions of 
others Same sloping roof and casement windows. 
Same pinky-cream drawing-room, with strings of 
beads dangling from the electric light fittings I Same 
fern in same pot on same table-centre 1 Same big 
white perambulator in the hall, same photographs . 
of school friends in evening dress in same silver frames 1 

Ever3dhing exactly the same as everywhere else " 

" I bet the place looks different from every other 
place to the husbands of those girls. When those 
two fellows get home from Germany it won't be like 
anywhere else to them i It's the woman in the home 

that makes the difference. I ” 

1 took her ungloved hand as I said 'to her, still 
feeling a Ut shy of these things, " I’d think any place 
was the only place, Phyllis, with you in it.” 

Phyllis smiled brightly at me. " You're a dear, 
too, then. . . .” She went on quickly. " My eldest 
sister's quite different from the twins. I’m afraid you 
won’t Ifice her. But I shall have to drag you down 
there next Sunday. She lives in Surrey, in a fish-pond.” 
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*' Where ?" 1 a^ed, rather blank. 

Phyllis chattered away gaily (been in top-hole 
spirits ever since our eng^ement). “ Ob, it’s a house 
that belonged to the trout-fisheries. Built by lunatics 
for lynatics, I say. The chimneys are on a level with 
the Mgh road, to the left of which the house is sliding 
down-hill into the water. The front door leads into 
the upstair bed-room, the drawing-room is led into 
by hens (who all ceased to lay as one man the moment 
they caught sight of my sister’s children desiring 
eggs), the front is at the back, the back is on the lawn, 
and the lawn is in these pools. That's the sort of 
place, my child." 

I was rather keen to see the place, after this. Nervous, 
though, about that other sister. Phyllis said she was 
nicknamed The Blurter, because she always would 
point out, in a clear ringing voice, things everybody 
else in the family was pretending not to see. 

Next Sunday, when we got down to the wet wilds 
of Surrey (Jove, how it rains in that county I) a funny 
thing happened. Soon as 1 caught sight of that queer 
little bungalow under the woods, with its white balcony 
and the string of pools beyond it fringed with bamboo 
and dripping rhododendron-bushes. I'd the feeUng one 
has about some places seen for the first time. " HuUo / 
... 7 shall be happy here, somehow, sometime . . .” 

Funny I Then — ^whisk ! the feeling went, and I was 
introduced to PhyUis’s eld^t sister. 

Nothing frightening about her, I found. Unlike the 
twins; but gentle, too, in her way. Quieter than 
Phyllis, taller than Phyllis, and nearly as dark, with 
no " Vogue "-like dressing about her. She wore an 
bVd w\u\.e ifSA hat with a ^ouider-hadge stuck, in the 
band, and a jade-green sports-coat, and she strode 
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about the damp paths between those trout-ponds in 
men’s breedies and a pair of , land-boots. In front of 
her skipped her two Mds ; boys, of five and seven, in 
jersejrs and gum-boots and the most diarep. oil-skins 
I’ve seen. 

These lads seized upon me at once, just because 
they’d heard I’d been a fl3ung-man and dragged me 
off with them to the paddock. ... It wasn’t till 
an hour later that I was allowed to get a word in with 
my hostess. 

Then Phyllis came along and said, " Oh, look here, 
you’ve had enough of ‘ making descents * off a hay- 
rick with umbrellas for parachutes — go and talk pretty 
to my sister in the sitting-room ! ” 

Now, I thoui^t that when she had me alone. The 
Blurter would ask me how soon I'd discovered I was 
in love with Phyllis, or if I’d been engaged before. 
Or something “ in character ” like that. 

But not she. She just looked to see if the door 
was shut. Tlien the window. Then .... the first 
question she asked had nothing to do with my engage- 
ment. It was quite imexpected. There was nothing 
in it. Yet it was . . . odd, somehow. 

Phyllis’s aster asked, “ And how is Mr. Grantham ? ” 



CHAPTER XX 
Question-Time 

** Anything to declare, Sir ? ** 

-Customs Officers. 

THE BOTS STORY. 

Rathek surprised me, hearing that familiar name, 
from some one who was so new to me. 

I repeated, rather stupidly, “ Grantham ? " 

“ Yes, Mr. Grantham,” said Phyllis’s sister, sitting 
there in the sofa-comer looking at me. “ I heard that 
it was through him you met Phil. He’s on the Great 
Intermediate with you, isn't he ? How is he ? ” 

" Oh ! He's all right,” I told her. ” I had a little 
note from him the other day, to congratulate me.” 

” A note ? He’s not at the office, then ? ” 

” Not just now. He’s got his fortnight's leave, and 
he’s taking it up in Scotland ! ” 

" Oh ! You haven’t seen him, then, since you have 
been engaged ? ” 

” No,” I said. 

Phyllis’s Sister said nothing more for a moment. 
Then we heard a splash from the pool outside the 
drawing-room. For a second I thought one of those 
kids of hers (who had got into the little cockle-shell 
of a dinghy '^th Phyllis) had fallen in. But it was 
only one of the big trout leaping. We looked out of 
the French window at the circles spreading over the 
water to the rhodos on the bank. My hostess started 

*74 
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aslmg me if I’d done ranch fishing, and we talked 
about that for a minute. 

And then, quite, suddenly, she name back to the 
subject before, and asked me, “ What do you think 
of Mr. Granth^ ? ‘ . 

I told her that old Slim was a good sort, a topping 
good sort. 

“ I always wonder what men mean when they say 
that about other men. I believe it means that they’re 
too laey to think,” said The Blurter, in her clear but 
quite ^ntle voice. “ Or else that they don't want to 
discuss them. Or else that the other men are deadly 
unattractive, and that they like them out of gratitude 
because they make such good foils.” 

I laughed a bit at this. ” Slim Grantham, un> 
attractive ! ” I said. ” You haven’t met him, then. 
You’d like him, of course.” 

“Should I? Why ‘ of course '? ” 

“•Women always like Slim,” I ex^fiained. “ He always 
knows what'to say to them, and how to get on. He’s 
lively. He’s got the looks — ^he’s — oh, you'd like him.” 

“ Oh, yes ? Young men ahva}^ seem to have one 
person they quote and admire ; ‘ my Pal ' ! Is he 
your great friend ? ” 

I told her no ; as a matter of fact my great pal bad 
been killed. 

“ Ah,” she looked very gently at me.” ^hen said, 
“ But this Mr. Grantham is a friend ? ” 

“ Rather. Been joUy decent to me.” ' 

“ And you will be seeing him after you are married 
and all that ? ” 

“ I ^aU until he goes back to Canada, I expect. 
You know he’s only on the Great Intermediate^^o 
tern. ; got some good billet to come into at home later. 
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Why shouldn’t I be pally with him after I’m 
married ? ” 

The Blurter said nothing for a secpnd. Then she 
laughed, quite in Phyllis's light-hearted, far-fetched 
way. " Perhaps because of the great gulf that some 
of you win fix between the Bridegroom and the 
Bachelor ! ,. . . Do look I ” riie broke off, going to 
the window again ; " there’s my youngest born trying 
to row both oars with his stumpy arms " 

We stood up by the window and watched the party 
in the swaying dinghy under the rain on that pool. 
It was all white circles of rain-drops and scarlet-and- 
• ye]lo#-and-black reflections from the boat. The 
smaller kid plied his oars like a Trojan, though making 
no way at all. As I laughed, that same funny feeling 
came back to me for an instant. " I’m going to have 
a good time here, some day ; one of the red-letter days." 

But I hardly noticed it. What I was still wondering 
was — why all this talk about Slim Grantham ? 

Another very rum thing was, what Phyllis’s sister 
said to me just before I went out to take a turn in the 
boat. Putting her head up in that battered felt thing 
in rather the way Phyllis does in her Vogue-ish hats, 
the Blurter looked straight at me and said : 

“ Look here, I like you. Generally I can't like 
men much ; though — ” she waved a long arm towards 
her two ISdJi — “ I can love them sometimes. But I 
like you. Will you come here again ? ” 

“ Oh ! I hope so,” said I, a bit taken aback. " I 
hope I shall be allowed to see a lot of you all, when 
we’re married. I hope Phyllis will bring me again 
quite soon.” 

"Yes. But supposing you don’t come with 
Phil ? ” 
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1 stared a She wound iq> in that odd under- 
lined way, “Even si^ipoabg Pl^ doesn’t bring you, 
come again." 

So I oppose rd “’pamed" with my third sister- 
in-law-td-^; as yrell as with the others. But of all the 
things that had. been said by “the world," her last 
words pushed me most. 

What did she mean ? 

• * * * 

That’s enough for what the family said. 

Then of course I’d congratulations from outside 
people ; Slim’s note and “ best wishes ’’ and all that 
from chaps in the office. Letters, too, from one or 
two fellows in my Squadron who’d known Tim Harrison 
and me ; I’d written to teU them the news. 

There was one other person to whom I thought 
I’d like to write and say I was engaged to be married. 

1 knew he’d be glad ; even though I'd only met him 
once in my life. 

This was that Doctor Weatherby ; man who’d 
picked me up and carried me ofi in his car to have a 
talk at his place, one evening. It was when I was at 
such a desperate loose end that I can hardly believe 
it was m3^1f, now. I hadn’t seen him since, but I’d 
never fcurgotten him ... or things he’d said to me 
then. 

I was no end bucked to get, as answer to my news, 
a note brom him asking me to go round to Wimpole 
Street, and smcdm a pipe with him the next evening - 
or the one after that. 

Round I went, and jolly glad I was to see him 
again, and to plank, myself down into that b% arm- 
cffiair in his smoking-room; Lord, what centuries 

M 
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it seemed since I had sat th^e before, the londiest 
b^gHir in London, not a gnl-jhiend. to his name; 
ceadj^' to ” pick np ” a stranger out Of the street. Now 
here I was an engaged man. .It did cmne home to 
me thm how dashed lucky I w^. I f awy . t rOdised it 
at that moment more than I had since I'd been 
engaged. 

The Doctor was jolly sympathetic ; he didn't cross* 
examine me a bit, and yet I found myself answering 
on my own, questions that he might have put. About 
where I’d first met Phyllis. What her people were. 

. How soon I thought we might be married. = 

“ A year's time, we thought.” And I told him of 
my rise. He lifted his shaggy eyebrows and nodded 
over his pipe. Thought it good, I know. I told him 
I was saving each week as much as I could. Of course 
gmng about was a bit expensive, and one was bormd 
to go about when one was engaged ; take the girl to 
shows and things. 

" Girl very keen on * Shows and things ? ' ” asked 
the Doctor. , 

I laughed. “ Aren’t aU girls ? ” « 

He said, ” H'm ; but I hope she isn't one of these 
new young women whose pleasure is all from with- 
out inwards ? Girls who don’t bloom unless it's under 
the restaurant-lights, and whose pulses don't quicken 
except to™an orchestra? 1 see them about. . . I 
suppose they are the partners that my feUow would 
have had now if Us dandng-days hadn't been cut 
Q& short in 'sixteen. ... A fau* cry from their 
mothers, ' sitting-out ' iii conservatories. These girls 
don't want to sit anything out, with any young man. 
Nor to have those ally, shy little flirtations that 
meant so much to the Victorians (bless 'em). Their 
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mothers whi^^rejd over "a. stolen these giris 
discuss menus, and vrbether the young man^,did 
them weQ ' and if he can jazz or hot. Afhom ^ the 
heart? ' These Nmeteen*Nineteen girls haven’t got 
hearts ; they’ve only got feet." 

'* Oh, I say, nr.” 

The Doctor smiled. ” Perhaps that’s just old 
foge3risImess. Ulad your girl isn’t like that, tint’s all. 
Got a photograph to show me, Jack ? ” 

I took out of my jacket-pocket the soft leather case 
Phyllis had given me. with a strip of celluloid glazing 
her new portrait ; one in her black evening-frock. 

The Doctor gave it a very straight look. 

Then " Good. A live wire all right, if I may say 
so.” Then bluntly, ” How old is she ? Twenty- 
five ? ” 

” No 1 Only twenty-one ; just a fortnight younger 
than I am.” 

" Really ? Young people vary so from eighteen to 
twenty-eight. ... I was going by the expression. 
A clever girl, I take it ? ” 

” Rath^,” I said, and I went on to tell him yards 
about Phyllis’s cleverness and her pla}rmg and her 
French and the way she could copy the swishiest 
frocks and hats for herself, so that you’d think they 
came from the most pricey shops ; and how everybody 
said she could easily have been a success onTEie stage, 
and how amusing she was, and what topping company, 
and how one could never be dull with her, and aU that. 

The Doctor nodded ; gave me back the photograi^ 
without speaking; and then, sudden as a bullet, 
" Well, my boy, and so you’re very happy ? ” 

: I suppose it was because it was so abn]y}t that I 
paused for one moment before I said anything. Only 
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a nraiQeiit. I don’t suppose the oM smoldng- 
m^|dock had givoi two iidcs bdoira^I sp^e; Deuc^ 
baa^H!^ that just in that time something inside me 
seemed to pop up its head and say. " Wdi, ttre you ? 
Are yoH after dU? Are you so thundering hdppy?" 
I ]puU^ m 3 ^seU together and reassured him.. 

" Happy ? Rather ! Of course I'm tremendously 
happy, sir.” 

Ever since then I’ve had that queer, sneaking feel- 
ing that the Doctor wasn’t listening to what I said 
then ; what he'd listened to was that pause before I 
spoke. 

Very kindly he looked at me through the smoke, 
and then he said, " You tyugM to be ' tre^iendously 
happy,' yo\mg Jack. If you've found your mate in a 
bonnie stimulating girl, physically fit and mentally 
healthy, well — what congratulations are enough ? The 
torch is in your hands.” 

He took his pipe out of his mouth and pointed with 
it to the framed photograph standing by the dock, 
of a boy, on a horse. He said just two things, very 
quietly, ” That was my fellow. I diall have no 
grandson.” 

One hadn't any answer to that, of course. 

He went on as if he hadn't said it. 

“ Do you vamp ? ” 

"VanIJ^'1*. . . Play the piano, sir? Just a bit 
by ear.” 

” Ah, yes. Well,^ you'll understand. All his living 
and enjoying, until he meets the right woman, means 
that a young man is practising the bass part of a duet 
The solo. Deep chords, without much meaning in 
his own ears, so far. The girl has been practising life 
alone, too; tinkling notes, perhaps, without strength 
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or depth;, 'they Bass and trebte, toge^er, 

make », H ^*s the woman 

her mdodiy. fitted to Ms bass. If not — if she is^roned 
to smother nature, not his — well, don't you tfamk 
those wrong notes would be fairly hMaous ? " 

" Oh, awful," I lai^hed. For Phyllis, after all, 
cared. She said I was the dearest boy to her. Her 
comfort. You oiuldn’t get a girl saying much more 
than that. 

The Doctor said, wh^ I was getting up to go, " An 
engagement, one has to remember, is the time given to 
make as sure as one can that there isn’t any mistake. 
It’s question-time. Jack ; when one asks oneself every- 
day if it’s certain that one is the man for her ; if she 
is the woman. You don’t mind my rushing in like 
this, I hope." 

" Rushing in, sir ? How d’you mean ? I think 
it’s most a'^ully good of you to take such an interest 
and to be glad I’m happy and all that I I knew 
you would be, when I wrote." 

For he is topping ; he made me promise to look him 
up again. 

Funny thing, though, his saying that about 
" Question-time." An engagement I I should have 
thought that was the time after all questions had bera 
answered ? Anyhow, after your mind is made up 
(hers too) what is the good of questions * 

I don't want to ask any. 

Why^ouldl? Why? 



CHAPTER XXI 
The Dikficult Day. 

** What ^all be said for the wedding-rixig ? 

(One ivlth another.) 

A weary thought for a weary thing. 

(Mother, my mother).*' 

•^Swinbumg. 

THE GIRVS STORY. 

I KNOW what it is that has started my feeling absolutely 
desperate, as IVe done lately. 

It's all that talk with that tall dark girl in the 
dancing-room that evening, when I slipped away 
on my own " to get a little glimpse of the outside world. 
Little glimpses " are such a fearful mistake f 
They make one either wild to go on seeing ever3^hing 
that there is, or else wish that one had never seen 
anything at all. Nothing's the same afterwards. 

That particular glimpse made me keep on comparing 
my sort of life with that of tl^ strange girl who told me 
so much of herself just because I was a perfect stranger 
and would never again meet her or see anybody 
belonging to her. She was far from happy, herself. 
She, po or de ar, cared for someone, and was going to get 
engaged to someone else. 

But even if she were engaged to the wrong man, at 
least there was scmething right about him. 

^ He was the right age for her. 

^“•^ow David Lewis is not the right age for me. He 
^isn't. No use pretrading any more that it's 
his owi marry a man who was 

alone, when one was bom. ' 


182 
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Is it tiutt a ig^ of sliould be going to 

many a nuua wk0 s^ys, " Tut> tat t " to grey hairs 
in the gla^, and who has to make littk jokes abitet his 
rheumaitism wd about how he couldn't walk over 
the mountains now as he did when he a lad ? 

Of course it’s nice of him to lat^h instead ci grum- 
bling about eld^liness and that. But ought he to have 
to do either, a man who's going to marry a quite 
young girl ? 

I’m beginning to be quite, quite sure that the most 
important thing in a fianc4 is that he should be the right 
age. ... 

Now how old is that, roughly ? 

It was just when I was wondering this, that I heard 
Grannie say something that settled it for me. 

She was reminding David Lewis of my christening. 

" Do you remember,” reminisced Grannie, " how 
you brought your dear mother, poor Nesta, to old 
Llandedwydd Chturch, before it was restored or any- 
thing ; and how she was to stand godmother ; and 
how she suddenly turned nervous wheq she had to 
stand holding the ba^ for the dear bid Rector ! 
Always very shy befoii people, your^ mother I And 
then, David, how she turned to you and whispered all 
flutteiy, ' OA, I can’t hold her, I can’t do it I’ and you 
said, ‘ Give her to me, Mam, I’ll hold her ? ’ A young 
man like you. We all thought it wonderful of you. 
Ihere you stood by the font, holding our little girl 
here in your arms. ...” 

” Dear me, so I did,” said David Lewis, smiling 
aoross the tea-table at me. ” Think of that, Julia ! ” 

Just in time I choked back the words that rose to my 
lips : ” How awful 1 ” 

And I realised that this was a very reasonable sort of 
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age-liinit to set— namdy. that no gki should bo e»- 
f^xied jo nufrty a tnan who either h$d, or could heme, 
held kur at the font when she was a baby bdi^ christened. 
Some people think that sevoi years old^ than his 
wile is. the perfect a^fe for a husband ; s<nne thiak ten. 
That fits in with my theory. No mother wopld really 
like to trust a long-dothes baby to. the anns of a boy. 
of seven, or of ten. Even at twelve the areature 
might carelessly drop her on the cocoa-matting. 

A lad of fifteen, now, could be trusted to hqld the 
white woolly bundle. . . . which cuts him out froj^ 
marrying it, twenty years later. I’ve come to the 
conclusion that there ought not to be -^y quite young 
girls engaged to fiances of thirty-five, eveii. ... 

I don’t know why I’ve oever seen all this before ? 

Or have I seen it ? 

Have I been shutting my eyes to it from the start ; 
and then have things piled themselves up one upon 
another until at last I've felt I must throw down the 
.burden, and that 1 can’t possibly go on being so 
unhappy any more ? 

It all came in a minute ; the minute that 1 first 
heard David Lewis telling Grannie that so far as he 
could see there was nothing to stop the little girl and 
himself from getting married in June. 

In June! 

In a few weeks. . . . ! 

It was my heart that seemed to stop. I heard 
Grannie and my fianc^ 'going on chatting pleasantly 
about arrangements?’ The office was now closed 
down and there was no reason why David Lewis should 
not be able to retire to the dear little old Bank House 
in our village, where certain alterations had already 
been put in hand. David meant to go down to Wales 
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for a fortni^Sit' vf so, shortly. . On bis return, said 
David, we co^ ^ mmied in London, quite quietly, 
Ibere vras a ^riei^ crf bis, a South Wales man, who was 
curate at one of these dear, old * fashimied dty 
churches like something out oi Dickens. David thought 
a wading there, in the circumstances, woidd be so 
very idee. Then the hone3nnoon. Partly at Brighton, 
he thought, for the little girl to see a bit of gaiety ; 
partly at Llandrindod Wells (a place that had always 
done his poor mother and himself such a world of 
good.) As for this house (Grannie’s London . one) 
there would be absolutely no difficulty, at the present 
time, of letting it unfurnished and at quite a hand- 
some figure. Which would leave Grannie free t» Come 
down to our house (David’s and mine) as soon as we 
were settled down at home. 

These last four words, do you know, soimded to me 
the most horrible that I had ever heard in my life. 

I could hardly wait for Graimie to go out of the room 
and leave us for what she always calls " the young 
people's tUe-ii-Ute. ’ ' I knew I’d got to say then, at 
once, what I meant to say. 

Otherwise I should shirk it. There’s nothing in the 
world so hcnribly difficult, 1 think, as breaking off an 
engagement, particularly to a person who has always 
been kindness itself, and who has simply spra3red 
one with presents like that pendant aiid that bag. 
ph { How glad I was that I hadn’t had time to think 
it all well' over I (All the thinking mu^t ha've been 
done at the Bottoni of my heart without my realising 
it. as lots of thinking is.) What a mercy that I hadn't 
already wondered how David would take it, or pictured 
to mysdlf what a cruel blow, it would be to him when 

his little sweetheart ” rounded upon him without 
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wtousjg' and tdd him that everythu^ was at an ^d 1 
How pFOvidaitial that I hadn’t xciwa np my mind 
weeks aLgo, and that I hadn’t anaz^img and ie> 
ananging how I ^ould pat it ! 

Fear then I think 1 should have such a coward 
that I shouldn’t have *' put ” it at .alL 
As it was, no sooner had the drawing-room door closed 
behind Grannie than I just burst wildly into die subject. 

" David,” I blurted out, aU gaspily. ” David ! 
About this wedding in Jime I I must tdl you som^ 
thing at once. It can't be. I can’t marry you then ; 
just can't ! ” ^ 

David looked very quickly at me with those kindly 
ftyes at his. I found myself opening and shutting the 
fingers of my very hot hands, and wiggling my toes 
about inside my shoes where I stood. There was a 
second’s awful pause. Then I tMnk David said, 
quite easily, ” What is all this, my little girl ? You 
don’t want to be married just yet, eh ? Not in June. 
Very well, then. Very well. Why June ? Take 
your time, little woman.” 

But 1 somehow knew that it would be just fatal to 
put anything ofi. This must be definite. 

I shook my head violently, and said, putting mean- 
ing into each syllable. ” I don’t want time, David, 
please. I am so sorry. But I want this settled now. 
This minute»> It is hateful of me. But I don’t want 
to marry you. Not in June, not ever, David f Never, 
I can’t do jt. Can’t, can’t. . . .” Here I felt the 
idiotic tears welling up ; partly misery at the idea of 
what it would be like, married to him, partly sorrow 
because I had to hurt him so awfully, partly fright, 
over the battle that I felt sure I should have to wage 
before I could get free. 
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I gulpe^ took oat my haodkerchiief and iset my 
teeth and ^]<sd xhysc^ toother to give my explana- 
tion as coherentiy as 1 cotdd. 

" David, I feel I shoidd be too fti^tfuUy misetalde 
with you I’*' 

Miserable ? ” said David in such a blank v^e. 

Oh, I’m sorry for any gM who has to hear that'tcme 
from any man I I don't wonder lots of *than nuury 
anybody rather than face breaking o5 1 But I couldn't 
face marriage. . . . 

' I gasped, “ It’s not your fault. It’s the font. I 
mean it’s your having held me in my christening robe. 
It sounds mad. I' can’t help it. I’m a little beast not 
to have tho\ight of it before,” I scurried on, not daring 
to look at his face. ” I ought never to have got 
engaged tp you. Now you’ll never, forgive me. You’ll 
hate me, but *> 

“ Hate you, dear ? ” interrupted David. To my 
astonishment his voice sounded how quite normal, 
and as if I had not just been bltuting out irrevocable 
things. " Hate you ? Why ? Because you don’t 
feel yotjrself this afternoon ? ” 

” Oh ! You aren’t xmderstanding,” I nearly wept. 
“ Don’t you see, David dear, I do so awfully not want 
to marry you ! ” 

" Little woman, you aren’t feeling well,” he told me, 
soothingly. •• 

And we had a few ghastly moments of argument ; 1, 
repeating things about fonts and ages, and he sa 3 nng I 
should take my own time about it all, and that I didn’t 
know what I meant mysdf, and that we’d talk about 
something else. 

I thought. “It’s hopeless! .... I shall never 
get away from him. ... I can’t make him under- 
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stand. . . And I blew my nose. A sob burst out 
of me mistake. 1 choked down the next. 

Thm came a long pause ; and' then David's voice 
sc^nehow changed. “ Well, then. ... if you really 

don't care for this idea of marrying me ” 

I don’t I Oh, dearest David, if 3 n>u knew 
how I didn't 1 ” 

David actually gave a little laugh. Then went on 
rather slowly, but in the kindest way, to talk about 
how it couldn't be helped, then. If I thought he 
couldn’t make me happy, well ! he was glad Iidiad 
found out my mistake in time. He was the very last 
person in this world to try and force me into anything 
against my will. . . . 

Great lumps of distress rolled o& my chest as he 
told me so. 

" You’ll let us be disengaged ? ” I cried ; hardly 
believing his good news. Presently I took off my 
ring (“ Poor Nesta’s rubies ”) and gave it back to 
him. I did feel such a brute because he was nice 
about that. And he asked me " as a favour " not to 
try to give back any of the little presents ; he would 
not think of taking back that bag. 

Everything he said was in the very kindest way. 
I could feel that he considered me an imreasonable 
child, but that he didn’t mean to scold me or even let 
me be sColded for " not knowing my own mind.” . . . 
I think he thought that was the matter with me. 

Then he asked me to allow him something else, 
which was that he might himself tell Grannie about 
” these altered plans of ours.” 

This I was only too thankfiil to let him do. Already 
the thought had begun to loom like a thunder-cloud. 
.... Grannie 1 She hates all alterations of plans. 
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die hates all changes that have come about in the 
world at all, since die hecsdf was quite young, and 
just married. She wodd think a brokrm e^agemmit 
some^anOm wicked. She would ratha: everything stayed 
jnst, <ias it was ; by not thinking it could be changal, 
|>«^|«le could get accustomed to anything, plea^ 
with it. This, I felt sure, was Grannie’s point of view. 
Uneasily 1 felt Grannie to be — not just one dear old 
lady with neat grey hair and a passion for Victorian 
furniture — ^but a kind of emblematical figure — ^the 
Goddess of Better - Leave - It - Alone. A force I 
” Grannie,” that which is in the way of reforms for 
the better. So sweet and lovable, in its own traditions, 
that people are held back by it, as they wouldn’t be 
held back by a stem and ugly law ; but still " Grannie,” 
stvll a ring <0 progress that might bring things that 
be sweeter, might be mor<=- Ic'^able still ! 

(Jr am I a httle re o’vHonary ? Anyhow I was 
' hai’.kful, in rather a cowardly way, to hand over to 
ny ex-fianci the work of telling Grannie4(. . . 

Alone in my room I wondered. Had he taken my 
breaking-off as quite final ? Ur did he think that if he 
*' humoured ” me for the present, if he were very 
sweet about it, I ^ould ” come round ” later on ? 
(Never, never.) Was he going to explain that to 
Grannie - ' 

Or were these utjfoun'.* a suspicions ? Urannie 
when I next saw her, to- ; as much more of a 
matter-of-course than 1 du . to hope. She was 
qmte gentle in what sh*» did iav, th '.ngh thank good- 
<iess she said very littK, ' , , t *■ possibly have 

told Grannie about my bedig * unuappy aU these 
weeks just because l y a, • . >ru to a man of the 
wrong age. I couldn’t ha^ .-.rgued with her that 
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wythmg would have been all Tight perhans if T’lf 

young ghi instead of a cocoon in a cambric robe 
when he was a young man '-wamc rooe 

»e 

<^y. my Gramie would iX SS 
encouragnig to come to this house a youiK^m^ 
Whom none of us had ever heard ? • ^ 



CHAPTER XXII 
The Perfect STRANqsR 

" As a twig tremUes that a bird 

Lights on to sing* t^en leaves nnbent^ 

So is my memory thrilled and stixied t 
1 only know he came and went.** 

—Song, 

THE GIRL‘S STORY. 

Yes. Imagine Grannie, of all people, suddenly 
blossoming out into an adventure. 

It happCTied about a week after that fearful after- 
noon when I told David Lewis that I couldn’t posably 
marry him ever. Part of his niceness— or was it part 
of his " giving me time ” to come to " a more reason- 
able frame of mind ? ” 

No ! Let me believe that it was only his niceness 
that made bim arrange to go down to ,, Wales the 
very next day, so that there should be no awkwardness 
about whether he should or should not call at this 
house as he did before our disengagement. He went 
light away from London, and I’d never liked h i m so 
much for anything — not one of that avalanche of 
presents had made me feel so full of thank-you’s to him. 

Grannie, however, went about heaving pensive little 
sighs which I think were reproaches to a silly, un- 
balanced child (me) and wjiich meant also " Dear me 1 
How one does miss dear David coming in of an 
evenii^ ! ” 

But she only said it once, in so many words. 

Peihaps she thought it was missing David which 
gave me tba* frightful headache on the afternoon when 

*9 
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^'d settle to shop fresli muslia' curtains foar the 
bedroom windows. For she gave iqoite an "uader> 
standing " Ettle nod when she made me & down with 
the blinds drawn, and said, Don't fret, dearie. 
Ewaything is going to ‘ come right ’ for you, very 
socm, too, try and get a little sleep befco-e I come bade, 
now.” 

1 didn’t want her to go shopping without me, in 
broiling Oxford Street ; black with people, biistiing 
with parasols, joggling with pareds. 

" That won't keep me from getting new curtain^,” 
declared Grannie, stoutly. ” AU these are a disgrace 
and I can’t bear them another minute. Now you lie 
quiet. I shall be back at five.” 

She was back before five. I heard a taxi drive up 
and stop in front of our door, and for a moment I 
thought it might be David Lewis, come back already 
to see if I hadn't changed my mind. Dismayed, I took 
a peep down out of my bedroom window. A man got 
out of the taxi. 1 could only see his head and shoulders, 
foreshortened. But it wasn’t David. 

It was a quite young man, with very quick move- 
ments, and tall. He helped Grannie out, ran up the 
steps, rang the bell for her, and presently got back 
into the cab without my having seen his face. 

Grannie's face, when she came into my room again, 
was enough ctf a surprise ! 

She was pale from the heat of that blazing after- 
noon ; and her mauve- and^lack toque was crooked, 
and there was a wisp of her usually neat grey hair 
straggling beneath her hsiir-net across one. ear. But 
her eyes shone. And all over her th^ was smne- 
thing. ... a somethii^ as rosy and irradiating and 
indescribable as the after-glow of sunset over Snowdmi 
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OD a Deceml>ar ^eknoon. It Was^t quita obvioiu^ 
was the lo<% qf a wjSaim* who ^ thoroaghly 
enjoyiog hecs(^. ; , 

" Well* dearie/’ she said, sitring down on my bed, 
” did you see me drive up in state just now ? And the 
gentlenoan who brought me home ? " 

” I did indeed, Grannie. Where did you — 1 mean, 
who^washe?” 

" A pity he couldn’t cmne in and have a cup of tea 
with -us." This from Grannie ! " But he said he had 
to dash on. Very kind he was to me, really. They 
keep on writing to the Sunday papers about the horrible 
manners of the yoxmg people of to-day, and I suppose 
most of them do seem very casual and boisterous." 

I feared she was thinking of poor Mabel and he^. 
brothers I 

" But this, yottng man," went on Grannie, " was 
certainly an exception. Most beautiful manners he 
had, I must say. If I had been the Queen herself, he 
could not have taken better care of me ! Indeed, he 
made me feel as if I were a Duchess at least." 

" But Grannie, dear, do tdl me ; who was he ? " 

Grannie’s bright eyes were looking right beyond me. 
" It may have be^ a little unconventional," she said, 
dreamily. " But when one is my age. . . . Besides, 
one saw at onqe riiat he was a gentleman. And 
how I should h^ve got home without him I do not 
know!” 

And by dow Agrees it -came out. how the baking 
pavements and .the crowds of Oxford Street in May 
had been really too' much for Grannie, and how the 
pomr old darling had suddenly begun to feel quite 
fsunt I She had struggled to get into the bus to come 
home ; imposs3}le, of courso>-you know wl^t it’s 
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Uke just now ! she had hailra tlw nearest taxi 

-~opt seeing that^l^re some une in it. (That 
is one of (h:annie*s little vra.ys ; ^ ^bort-sighted 

that she is alvmys hailing mthear a magnificent private 
>cajr or else a taxi that’s dmn iuU Of peo{de ahesuly). 
The pemon in tins, taxi stopped the driver at on(« 
and ordered him to “stop and pick that lady up” 
(Grannie) and then he (the gentleman in the tax^ had 
got out and taken off his hat and said (“ in the most 
charming way imaginable, JuUa, my love ! ”), Oh, 
may I have the pleasure of giving you a lift, m^am ? 
Where’ll I tell him to drive ? ” 

I interrupted, pretending to he dreadfully shocked. 
** Grannie ! A perfect stranger I You let him drive 
-you, alone, from Oxford Street here ? ’’ 

Up went Grannie’s dear little old head in the crooked 
toque. " It would have been hardly a thing yon 
could have accepted, Julia. I am aware of that. 
Girls cannot do these things. They lack the worldly 
wisdom and the experience of men that would enable 
them to judge which young men are which. I 
with a queenly gestiue of her little blade gloved hand 
— should not make a niistake. Exceedingly nice, 
the way in which that gentleman allowed me to pay 
him the exact siim which I owed for my share of the 
drive. His whole appearance, tool Short-sighted I 
may be, but- ” 

“ Oh, Grannie darling, I was only teasing you ! Of 
course I know *>ou could never have made a niistake. 
What a mercy you did hail that taxi 1 1 am sure he 
was a delightful youi^ noah.” 

Grannie’s stateliness softened at once. " Yes, my 
dear, he was. I hope you will like him.” 

I looked up at ho* surprised, over the tea that 
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had jiist bcKm ^rotig^hi; in. ‘^'like him?; I? But 
Grannie, wh^ shaft I ever s»e fainv ? " 

Next Sunday, tit four o’dock/' said Giunnie, with 
quite a defiant little .smile. ** I ’adced him — Yesi It 
was the least I could do-^ he cou^ not come anpther 
day and take tea mih me and allow me to thank him 
at leisure for his great courtesy. He said he-.would 
be charmed, and 1 told him our name, and he^ve 
me his bard." 

“And he's coming here. . . . Shall I go out and^’ 
leave you two to talk, dear ? " At this Grannie . 
positively dimpled and blushed, as if it were a girl 
of my own age that I had been teasing. 

“ Julia, you ridiculous child, I wish you to heljp ' 
me to entertain him, of course, and 1 should like to,,, 
have your own impression of him, afterwards. To 

me ” she hesitated for a second, “ to me, of cotirse, 

he is so extraordinarily like . . . Some one." 

I looked at Grannie ; she wasn’t looking at me. 
Her face, which was suddenly all different, somehow 
reminded me of an old photograph of herself, in a 
pork-pie hat with a feather. She was gazing at that 
big steel-engraving of “ Juliet ” on my wall, but 
perhaps riie wasn’t seeing that dther. She was miles 
away. . . . 

“ You say he was like some one you know. 
Grannie ? " ' 

" Some one I met," all absently. “ It miist have 
been in '60— well, never mind. It was some one I 
didn’t know at all weft. In fact I only saw him once." 
Then she added this paralysing remark : “He was 
the oifty man I ever saw whom I could have cared for 
like that.” 

I was much too suzjxised to say a word, so thank 
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goodness 1 did not ifhaxt out: " jBfif j'OM always sayj 
you and Cirandpa^ were Ure tnad dei^oted couple iU! 
Carmrvonshire / ’* I just hdd my t^th, trying not 
td white Grannie went on rendausoBhci^ scrftily, 

^ ike first time since I'd known her, ahoiit something 
that I’d never heard of bdfOTe. 

*M was about a year older than wu, Julia, and I 
W£^ taken to a Primrose League Subscription Dance. 
In Beaumaris it was. My first d|^. White was 
very becoming to me then, and T wore a ^ray of 
' lilies of the valley, and 1 danced the Lancers ip the 
same set as he was. . . . After that dance he secured 
an introduction. Mr. Sm 3 rthe his name was. . . . Hb 
was only in Anglesey for fishing ; an Englishman. A 
perfect stranger to everybody . . . dear, dear . . 

Her voice was as altered as her face. 

She said, " D’you know, I sometimes think what a 
wonderful expression that is, ' A perfect stranger,’ for 
it is only the stranger who remains ’ perfect,’ I think. 
Into every woman's life he seems tp come. To come 
— and to go. Only he never goes.” 

” What do you mean. Grannie ? ” 

I don’t know if she heard me. 

Grannie said softly. “ Dear me, yes. Perfect 
memories. One perfect waltz; an evening’s talk. 
He told me women could be divided into two classes ; 
chamiers and bores. So can men, I think. The love 
who gOjts away before you’ve come to an end ; that’s the 
real f&armer. That's what you remember. It comes 
back in music, it comes in dreams. It comes some- 
iimes when the trees sway in the wind and the birds 
caU. Sometimes it comes to you in the lode in some* 
body’seyes. Asitdidtometiiisveryaftemomi,ta!lEh)g 
to that 3 mungman who might baye been mygntiadsoa." 
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Imagine^ I adc yctUi aE ibte ik'om tht ^st coit- 
ventional old; Wdsh Ifidy who hept a s|^ 
of laveoder ia her^p^ tnark her place 

for the Ef^le f Bo you wonder that I was madly 
inqtiisitive about the young tnan i who’d raibed up 
these memories of perfect waltzes with perfect stp^ers 
in Grannie ? ', * ^ 

I a^ed, " What coloured eyes had he — the oh*this 
afternoon, 1 mean ? " 

Grannie said, “ 1 don’t know. One doesn’t notice. I 
1 think they all have those eyes ; those men with that\| 
^larm. ... Or is it the way they have with them ? ^ 
They make you wond^ for the rest of your Ufe, what 
they tMght have said, or done, or been . . .” 

, Then ^e cleared her. throat and put her toqtio.. 
straight and spoke firmly^ looking at me again. 

" Those arc just fancies, of course, my dear. The 
other people ... of course, they are your life. 
They’re the better thing. You are much fonder of 
them ; devoted. Remember that there is nothing in 
the world, Julia, that ccsnes up to being the wife of 
a good man, and of doing your duty by him, and of 
ha^dng nothing to reproach yourself with in after 
years.” 

” I know. Grannie,” hastily. I was afraid she 
might be going to drag in David Lewis. And, besides, 
what she was how being was just Grarinie-A!Wa3rs, 
not that hint of Grannie-Long-ago which was so much 
more interesting. I longed to ask questions. 

But she wouldn't go back again; why won’t people ? 
Just because the3r’ve been doing other things for 
-f(nty<!£ve years ? Grannies and grown-ups complain 
young people “won’t listen” to them. But 
;|R>uldn’t they, to some ci the forty-five year nld 



igS SWEETHEARTS UNMET 

rbmanc^ wh»^ the yoiu^ ones, might even 
ccwtipa^ notes ? Wonldii't it a much more 

relation hetu^en the;. Ig^emtions than 
that ^ ithe frog who W4> *' I e to tlm 

ta^ole who retorted, "/ ffumght m; t aimys knem 
you were a tedpoU / " 

p^em I wanting the frogsr-l mean the Grannies 
— ^to^p impossible things ? 

Anyhow, I shall never fed as " shut up ” before 
'^my Grannie again. Not after these confidences 1 
Not after her being subjugated to-day, by a perfect 
stranger, just because Ids and ways were like, 
that Perfect Stranger in Eighteen-Sixty — ^Never- 
Mindt 

I asked, " What’s his name. Grannie ? Where is 
that card of his ? ” 

** Ah, I’d forgotten to look at it, I haven't got my 
glasses, dearie ; read it for me." 

I took it, quite excited to think that on Sunday 
nmct 1 should see this " Charmer " whose name 1 read 
out—- * 


**Mr,C.W,Granllihamr 



CHAPTPR'Xxra 

TBe Rose IN Ice’ 

** Nay, titiough 'we sang as mttaic in her ear. 

She would not hear/' 

— Swinimme. 

THE GIRL'S STORY. 

On Sunday, true to time, this " Charm^ " of Grannie’s 
came to call. “ Wonderful event ! ” 

He was very nice; he couldn’t have had a nicer 
way of taking Grannie’s thanks ; and he talked with 
a mixture of being quite at home in our old-fashioned 
dravdng-room, and yet of feeling that he wasn’t 
exactly a friend of ours, yet. He was interesting too, 
about his home, and amusing about the difEerraces 
between London and Montreal, whdre he came froth, 
and all that sort of thing. He didn’t hurry away the 
minute he’d finished his tea, and yet he didn’t say 
he " mnst go ” and never get ofi, like some people. 
When he went, 'he said he’d enjoyed himself ever so 
much and that he hoped Mrs. Parry would allow him 
to call again, and to take us out to tea ; and he left 
us feeling that we’d all had a very pleasant afternoon 
indeed. . 

Only — ^ 

1 can’t he3p saying that I was just a tiny bit dis- 
appointed in him. 

What a mistake it is to give glowing descriptions 
of people beforehand to the peofde they, are going to 
^eet 1 Fron? the way Grannie haid talked to . me 
about this Mr. Grantham, I was prepared for some- 
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thiag so. ^g«citacu^ .1^ faity ^^incdy to G<aiie 
ill-1 . ; , V :■• '■ , 

appea^ fair-haired 

yohiif . nutn, rather talkr than most, perhaps, and a 
good deal thinner. 

Grannie had said she would desczibe him as * ' a very 
degafU figure and so exceedingly well-dressed." But 
I like a man to have a chest broader than tbat, and 
I do not like him to have " a waist like a girl’s " — as 
it was called in the days when girls had waists like that. 

" A most^ pleasing young countenance — a smile 
like the dear young Prince of Wales " — ^was Grannie’s 
verdict. But his face was too pointed, and too 
pale, and too — too much as if it laughed at everything, 
to please me. 

Another thing in which Grannie hadn’t prepared me 
for ;what he was like, was when she told me that her 
new friend had " sudi a diarming voice, with just a 
slight Canadian accent . . 

Whereas from the first moment he oj^ned his mouth 
to say, " Ah, how do you do — ^pleased to meet yon” 
with emphasis on the "meet." Wdli All I can 
say is, ttxat if that were " slight ’’ one wouldn’t be 
able to understand a syllable of what a " strong " 
Canadian accent said I You might just as well say 
that David Lewis’s Carnarvonshire accent was 
'* slight,** or— ^ 

Or am I becoming horribly captious and fault- 
finding about a young man who was certainly nicer 
to kxfic at than anything we’ve had in the house since 
the Mabel-party fiasco ? A pleasant yoimg man ; and, 
what I’ve been thinking so important, a young young 
man i 

Twenty-four, he told is he was. 



THE ROSE ISJ ICE , 

At least. oso» at the 
ftmt. Tweijity-femr !ui4 *’ aot- 9 <^i(^-gpowii-i;p ” 
look about the sida* and bdr/ su^. 631 ^, and sinile, 
and iiiiiovtoient& Twenty-four had that sott of nice 
fresh smell that gxou^ng plants, kei^ (or oug^t I not 
to have noticed ?). Twenty-four a>uld drattw away 
about all sorts of silly things that one can't help 
being anrused at. It's the plain truth that I hon^tly 
liked Mr. Grantham— for being twenty-four. 

Am 1 ridiculous ? 

Or is it no more ridiculous than Grannie, who took 
this enormous fancy to him because she sees him like 
the Perfect Stranger who was twenty-four in Eighteen 
Hundred and Goodness-Knows ? 

(Later.) 

Grannie, you know — ^well, I am surprised at her. 
I'm sure David Lewis would be more than surprised 
at the way in which she accepted.at once this young 
man's invitation to take us both to tea at Rumpel- 
mayer’s, his first free afternoon ! (He told us that 
his work was on the railways and that very often he 
went at night, leaving most of the day free.) What's 
more, she quite fussed about our both being as grand " 
as possible to go. I've never seen her make such a 
favourite of anyone as she does of this Mr. Grantham. 
Poor David Lewis's nose is completely out of joint 
as &r as she is concerned. She scarcej^ mentions him 
now, or how we ,miss his coming in m the evening. 
What it is to have eyes like somebody’s first love of 
long ago 1 All she says is, " Has Margaret got a bit 
of nice cake in the house, dearie ? I have a sort of 
feeling that young Mr. Grantham may come to-day 
to ask about that cigamtte-case he left on the top of 
the inano 1 "r- or something like that. 
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(liitegr.) 

You know, as I lode ^back over the hist fortnight 
or $ 0 , . I can't help realising that iiire've *beea seeing a 
peat <le!al oi Mr. Grantham. 

Or is it because we haven't been seeing anybody 
else? 

No; what with fetching us out to tea, and then 
bringing those roses for Grannie, and thm calling 
for the forgotten cigarette-case, and then with the 
box of extra-special " candies " that his mother sent 
from Canada, and that he thought Td like, and thei^ 
returning a book he borrowed, and then coming just 
because it was Sunday (which he told me was " The 
Frozen Limit " in London), well, it has been quite 
often, hasn't it ? 

And 1 suppose Grannie and I ought to look upon it 
as rather a compliment. For it isn’t as if he were one 
of these overseas men who are stranded in London, 
at a loose end with no friend’s houses to visit. Mr. 
Grantham knows crowds of people over here ; he 
talks about places in Scotland where he was asked to 
stay, and friends in London who go to such-and-such 
dances, and all that sort of thing. Yet he likes com- 
ing here. He says it’s such a change and that we 
don’t know how much it’s meant to him, knowing 
Grannie and me ; just now. He is only afraid that 
one of these d^ys Mrs. Parry will get plum sick of 
seeing him sittmg around here forever, listening to 
Miss ( Julia’s songs. . . .. When he ^ys this kind 
thing he has a way ’ putting his head on one side 

and smiling down at one a^ if he expected to have 
something nice said to him. ' 

It generally is said, too ; by Grannie. This young' 
man winds her round his finger, after having known 
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us for only three wedks ^ 4ot He tol4 her that it 
made him feel '* him :.im *' to hs>ve calling 

him '‘Mr. Grrafhkm" aH the while. Grannie, all 
pleased- and dutteiy, if you’ll belieye me, instantly 
drbi^ed a whole row'd! stitdies of-^her Icnitthig that 
I had to pick up icx her, and a^ed him what the 
“ C. W.” stood for in his name. 

"Charles Wolfe,” he told her, "but I just hate 
the name of ‘ Charles ’ ; and ' Wolfe ’ kind of 
sounds like a reflectimi on the way 1 act at tea here. 
What I get from all my friends is my nickname — 
‘ Slim ' ” 

Grannie, by way of making some concession to 
convention has taken to calling him " Mr. Slim.” 

(Later.) 

I shan’t call him anything but Mr. Grantham. I 
feel I don’t want to. Is this " cussedness,” just 
because I know he’d like me to .call him " SUm,” 
and to be much sweeter to him than I am ? 

Or is it my conceit to imagine that he does want 
me to like him, this stranger who has fallen bang 
into the middle of our lives like this ? 

No I Sometimes a girl just kno^, that she isn’t 
making any mistake. I know he wants to make me 
like him, that he likes me, that — yes ! That he does 
think I'm a pretty girl, and that in spite of his being 
really attached to Grannie and al^ys so prettily- 
mannered to heir, it’s me he comes to see. 

That’s just the funny obstinate conviction ^t the 
bottom of my heart. Nothing to do with Grannie 
murmuring to me one day, " My darling little Julia, 
do 3^u know thait that young man’s attentions are 
really bectmung very tnarked ! ” in a voice of scare, 
delight, triumj^and tenderness mixed. It was the 
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afti^ocm when-, he had oopEie to talcs me to Ihe 
Academy. . .1 

imagihe my J>eii^ allowed, to prance oS to 
the Acaikmy alone with a young num wito Grannie's 
full ajqnoval. . . . Can it be me> J^dia Parry, who 
used to. be the loneliest girl in London and the one 
whose life was most absolutely devoid dt anything to 
do with young men ? 

Or is it some dream ? 

The most extraordinary part of it to me is how I fed 
about it myself. Is it always like this when one's^ 
greatest wishes come true ? 

When I remember how I used to think " // 1 only 
hoi one single boy-friend that I conUL go about with, and 
enjoy myself with, even if it were only in quite a chummy 
sort of way, that would be so wonderful I " 

Now here it's come. Somehow it doesn’t seem 
wonderful. It seems just . . . ordinary that I should 
be going about with Mr. Slim Grantham, whom 
Grannie considers so extraordinarily attractive. She's 
not the only one, by a very long way. I see people 
look after his tall slender figure in the streets ; a 
pretty lady who was having tea at the Academy near 
us was glancing across at our table all the time she was 
talking to the man next to her. I am sure that 
practically everybody thinks he’s attractive. 

Why does thi^ leave me feding quite calm ? Is 
it tha^ simply can't fed about men as other girls 

do? # 

I thought that it was David Lewis being forty-eight 
that “ put me off " those ideas. But here's an ad* 
mirer (yes, to m3r5elf I may as wdl confess that I know 
he’s an admirer) of exactly half that age. He doesn't 
make me fed amy different. ... ^ 
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It joiust be me, tben, IS)ebd;at tbe^ffice was once 
taJking in rather a way about girls who 

“^yen’t .got th^, any 

more than smne flowers have got scent. The brightest 
flowers, the prettiest-lopking girls i are like that some- 
times/* I heard her tdl Dorothy. “ My fianc 4 said 
that the gir! could get as far as wanting to be always 
with the man, wanting him to take care of her, depend- 
ing on him for everything, miserable when he's out of 
her sight, wanting him even to kiss her and to keep his 
arms about her — but not wanting him. A wash-out. 
That’s why you sometimes see the plain woman 
scoring, if she's something to give. Those others have 
nothing-^ ” 

They’d left off talking about it when I came m, 
I remembered it now, that broken-off discussion, 
and it sent a little cold feeling of dismay all 
down me. Nothing to give a man. It sounded so 
drearily depressing. Oh, was I one of the girls like that ? 

Just as I was thinking this (we were still having tea 
at the Academy) the young man with me began speak- 
ing of much the same thing, almost as if he’d read my 
thoughts. Looking at my new pink jumper (a present 
from Grannie for me to look nice for the young man in), 
he b^^ in the voice that stood out from the Londony 
chatter of crowds about the tables. ” Say, Miss Julia, 
you look to me like a rose in that thmg, if 1 may say 
so. A ^>ecial kind of rose, though.^ I saw once 

at a big tea some girls were giving donkey’s ago 

in the States ; a rose in ice.” 

” In ice ? How could a rose be ? ” 

*' Stuck into water, I guess, and the water frozen 
rcNind it. It’s turned out in a block of ice; there 
you see the flower frozen in the middle.*’ 
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" But whatHor ? ” . . 

slim Grantham put Ms jbir hdad ^ one side and 
glanc^ 01^ the tabl^ at me. Wh^« to tooik pretty. 
Or to look so that folks would uramt to tduch its petals 
and smdl what its scent was for thMoselves. But — 
nothing doing. Ice t^tween. Plenty of girls know 
thnt stunt. I guess, it’s real successftd.” He put an 
elbow on the table, leant a little nearer, looked straight 
into my 05^ and wound up softly, “ Isn't that so, little 
Miss Rose-in-Ice ? ” 

I didn’t say anything for a moment. I was angry 
partly with him for tr3dng to flirt with me, partly with 
myself for not liking it better, partly, oh, because of 
what Mabel's fianc 4 had told her. Then coldly I said : 
" You do think I’m a girl like that ? ” 

" Why, I wouldn’t put it past you," said Mr. Gran- 
tham. But he smiled at me in such a way that some- 
how I couldn’t be angry any more, and couldn’t help 
smiling back at him, just a little, as we got up to 
go. 

Slipping his long, young-looking hand through my 
arm to steer me through those crowds on the staircase, 
he said in my ear, " You can’t guarantee that ice won’t 
melt sometime, when Summer comes along. And the 
rose will be right there, I reckon, blushing and 
sweet. . . 

He said nothing more about it. But 1 thought of it 
all the way homi. 

Yod^ see I’m afraid ft’s true. For some reason 
there is, all round me, ice, I fed it myself. Cold. 
Hard. Shutting me away. 1 wish— -I wish it rx>uld 
mdt. 

If Slim Grantham could do that for me, T bdieve I 
should be as pleased as Grannie hersdf. But could 
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he ? I had been thinkiiig it quite, qidte impossible. 
But sGmeh6w-»ey«; he sod those thiii^ about 
the rose in ice, smiieii^ felt as if 1 mig^ coibe to 
fed difitenuitly about hhn. ... , 

Couldn't that ice nklt — for Slim ?, 



CHAPTER XXIV 
Wrong Notes 

>Vhat will you leave your sMetSieart* 

Rendal, my son ? 

A rope to hang her. Mother 1 

A rope to hang her. Mother 1 ** 

^td Sailad. 

THE BOY’S STORY. 

Something pretty ghastly hds been happening to ijie 
since those first days of my being an engaged man and 
feeling so awful bucked about it. 

Funny what a lot of these real "happenings” in 
one's life are things that don't go on in the outside 
world at all ; nobody else knows anything about 'em. 
They’re just the changes in one’s own mind. Things 
one feels. 

What I feel is that my engagement to Phyllis 
Carteret is — to put it plainly, a wash>out as far as my 
own private happiness is concerned. 

It looks startling, written down like that. Enough 
to make anyone wonder " Why, what sort of a big let 
down has the girl given the young man, to make him 
alter in a few weeks like this ? ’’ 

There hasn’t been any " big let-down.” That’s the 
worr3dng part of it. I don’t even know that I’ve 
*' altered ” a bii from what I’ve always been. I’ve 
always wanted Phyllis as I fancied she could be ; 
different. Tender and sweet and serious as ^e was 
for th(»e few moments when I proposed to her in the 
train. That was " my ” Phyllis. Do you know, from 
that day to this, die’s never been Iflre it again ? All 
the time dnce ^e’s been just the gay Londraiy gi 

ao8 
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who loves slu>ws and dances and dashing abput, and 
who reminds me of nothing on earth but " the Polly 
Wash-up " — ^the bright : i^ection from something 
bright that flit^ about over everj^hing in sight and is 
never for an instant still. 

All very amusing and jolly in a giil you're taking out 
to limch. But in a sweetheart — ^well, would it satisfy 
you ? And what about the sweetheart after yell'd 
married her ; supposing she didn't change much -from 
that, even then ? Can't help seeing it like these 
artificial fruits they get up to look so natural and 
juicy and tempting. Nothing but composition and 
colouring, really. Full of emptiness ! 

I believe it’s something wrong with me, not being 
able to get at the real Phyllis. I always was a freak 
and a fool with women ! Perhaps I never should 
“ find my way about ” with girls, perhaps any girl's 
ways would alwa}^ jar on me. ... 

Tiny little pin pricKs they’ve been that have managed 
to get me so raw ; idiotic trifles that I’m ashamed of 
minding. Such lots of them, though. Too silly ; 
one can’t quote an example without feeling a fool. . . . 

Well, to pick the first one that occurs to me. There 
was the evening that I came into Phyllis's " den " 
behind the big drawing-room at 99, hoping, since 
there was no dance or anything on, that I should have 
a quiet little chat for once, alone with her. But I 
found her in the middle of what looked like a sewing- 
circle. There were her sistere Daphne and Doris, come 
over from W^imbledon, and a girl from the dancii^- 
class and a red-haired girl cousin of hers. Tl^ lot of 
them were sitting sewing and cutting out miles of 
.stuffs of all colours of the rainbow, and chattering and 
girling together Uke an aviary-full of parrots, so that 

O 
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I felt it was oo pl^ for me, and pmtty nearly beat it 
as soon as Td put my no^ inside tiie: door. But up 
they skipped and dragged me in. ami Daphne was very' 
arch' about what they were doing — sewing " undies ” 
for Phyllis’s bottom drawer, as you couldn’t begin too 
sOon when you meant to have a really Di-and-Du£E 
trousseau. 

** Quite the most amusing part of getting married, so 
I’m dashed if I’m going to be done out of any of it I’* 
declared my fiancee, putting up her black bobbed head 
in a defiant way she’s got. It means she's in a n^pod 
when she simply doesn't mind what she says ; she’ll 
quote from the most extraordinary French books 
that I don’t think she ought to have heard 
of ; die’ll use expressions that sound absolutely 
"•off” in a girl’s voice; she’ll even tell little 
stories that — ^weff, I do wish she wouldn’t. She 
seems to get recldess ; can’t think why. She’d one 
of those moments on her now, and I set my teeth, 
quite prepared to see her start one of her ” imitacions, 
very deeficult,” of a dance by Gaby Deslys — ^but, the 
imitation this time was of a shop-girl, full of airs, 
showing off some of those garments that they had 
been making. The other girls watched Phyllis, half- 
nervously, half-delighted, as she turned her nonsense 
upon me. 

” Oh, yes, sir. Certainly I’ll let you see our latest. 
Certainly we have these” — she waved them — 
” embroidered with ' the R.A.F. crest. Hand-sewn 
throughout by our own workers ” — a. sweep of her arm 
towards her sisters — " best quality Scrape-de-Chene. 
Cut on such becoming lines, sir, are not they? Will 
you allow me to show you the same modd'—pass it 
along 'm’e. Mademoiselle Doris, can’t yerr-in whipped 
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creain ? . . . Qt; ia latest shyde ; G^d-£ye Blue. 
Our owa aame ior it. .'This is the nightie, sir, en 
sitiis. An acccftable ^t to any lady, as I am sure 
you MidB find — ——Don't scowl at it. Jack,” my fiancee 
laughed, " you'll make it shrink; Tell us which set 
you like best ; the blue with mauve butterffi^, or the 
l^on with the black cat and the touches of ja^ ? *' 

1 don’t know Irhidi I said ; I cut it fairly short and 
went ofi to talk to Mrs. Carteret in the drawing-room. 
Silly, but I was sort of sickened. . . . Because — 
since we mre on this subject — I don't think a girl's 
pretty things ought to be waved about an 3 nvhere for 
everybody to look at. . . . Besides which, personally 
I think they're prettier pure-white ; not all coloured, 
with pomegranates and black cats and blue birds and 
junk stuck all over them. I should have thought a 
girl’s things ought to have reminded one of lilies. 

That was that ; well, then there was the day when 
I seemed to get on my fiancee’s nerves just as badly as 
she'd got on mine. It was on a Sunday when I'd 
taken her up the river. We stayed out there late. 
She was silent for once, and I hoped she was quietly 
enjoying the air and the rose and gold sunset over 
Richmond HiU and the soft movement under the 
boat. I’d always loved the river with old Tim. We'd 
had the punt together, you know. 

I said, speaking as much to myself as to Phyllis : 
" Funny to think what people’s real '^^memorials ' are. 
Not any old marble monuments or shrines or wooden 
crosses ; but anything that's nice to see and feel and 
hear and smell y the jolly swims one has, times one 
likes, flowers. Laughter, and feeling glad one's ahve. 
If the]r’ve shared those things .... those bring back 
ftiends to you. You can't forget them while your own 
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body taiSces in things. Ftumy bow this^ yoa 

enjoy, mast always xOmind 3^ ^ peoj^ you’ve 
enjo3wd them •mth.” 

But Fh^lis sat up so suddenly that the boat rocked, 
and her voice, ah peevish, cut through the evening 
murmurs. 

“ Really, Jack, you do have ’ glimpses into the 
obvious,’ don’t you ? And when will you l^ve ofi 
that trick of beginning every sentence witii * Funny 
how ’ ? It’s getting perfectly maddening ( " 

I stared at her ; it was as if a spurt of bad tempgr 
had flared out of her that she had been bottling up. 
What had I done ? I could think of nothing ; I'd 
tried to do what she wordd like all day. Now she 
looked as if she hadn’t been liking an3rthing. 

“ Sorry,” I said stiffly. I turned away to look at 
a boat with a girl and a fellow passing us, as we were 
moored under the willows. Those other two looked 
jolly contented. Not thinking what 1 was doing 
I begem to htun under my breath a scrap of that song 
that Slim had done to death all last winter. 

” Give me a bench f or two 
Where we can HU and coo. 

And mine she's bound to be ” 

" Oh, don’t I ” burst in Phyllis, sharply. 

” Don’t what V ” 

" Don't sizzle under' yom: breath like that. Irri- 
tating little ways you have 1 ” 

” Sorry,” said I again. 

Funny conversation for people who are supposed to 
be engaged lovers. ^ 

There wasn’t mudi more conversation of any sort 
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until we were ^ the tt^ Bet’ti^^ two 

stations we w^ itt . tfae carti^e. Suddenly 

Phyllis moved across to me. 

** Jack," she said, in a. funny sort of; deteimuned 
voice, "It's I who ought to be sorry. I've bi^n 
horribly cross all day, just because 1 — I happend to 
have a headache. Dear old thing, I snapped at you 
for nothing. I'm a little beast. I must be diS^ent. 
I will. Will you kiss and make friends ? " 

Of course I was glad enough to make friends. I'd 
been just hating everything. I put my arm round 
Phyllis, and ducked carefully under her hat (she’s Idit 
off the one with the wings, but every hat she ever 
wears seems to have a plane or an egg-whisp or some- 
thing on it that jabs me in the eye if 1 go near her). 
Then 1 kissed her. 

I hoped that everything would be all right after this, 
but nothing was meant to be all right, that day. 

For Phyllis drew back her head suddenly, wrinkled 
up her nose, gave a shake of herself all over, and laughed, 
" What a dud kiss . . . reminds me of somebody 
cautiously brushing a midge off ! " 

" Oh, does it,” I said, nettled a bit. I held her 
rotmd the neck and kissed her again, ” good and 
hard " as Slim would have said. 

Would you believe it ? That didn’t seem to please 
h^ any better. She pulled away from me and said, 
“ And that’s like trjdng to rub a smul off my face ! '' 

She gave an exasperated laugh; and said, ” The 
fact is, my exemplary Jick, you haven’t got a notion 
how to kiss a girl, or take hold of her, or anything I ” 
” Daresay I haven’t,” said I ; put dead off. " I 
tcdd you ages ago that jrou were the first I ever had 
kissed.” 
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'''Quite jOn-ness.! You needn't liiaye told me. I. 
should haye gnessed,” my fiahcde said, going t»ack to 
her airy mannm’. " Roughness without direction was 
the keynote of your method, my poor Iamb,'- 
^1 felt myself going pillar-box red to the roots of my . 
hair. : Sickeningly ashamed I felt ; not of mysdf , but 
for Phyllis. No girl ought to talk like that, to think 
like that. It’s all sort of wrong. 

I said, looking out of the canuige window, " Making 
love to the person you care for oughtn’t to be-^to be 
a ' method,' I should think. It’s not a thing tfaa^i a 
man thinks out. It just happens.” 

” Exactly,” retorted Phyllis, her head going iip in 
the danger signal tilt. “ That's why it so often 
happens all wrong. My goodness, why can’t they have 
schools where they teach young men this kind of 
thing ? ” She rattled on in her reckless far-fetched 
way, not caring a rap that we’d stopped at Hampstead 
Heath Station and that several people had got into 
our carriage. She was in that mood. It's been grow- 
ing on her lately, I believe. Can’t think why ! She 
just went on in the wildest way saying that tips about 
how to manage a sweetheart and to make her happy 
would be much more use in life than the things boys 
learnt for years about the Gallic Wars and Greek roots. 

” The Gredcs themselves were much more sensible 
about love making,” declared Phyllis (while I qusuled, 
and the woman ^opposite went on looking at the same 
p^e of The Bystander for what seemed half an hour.) 
" They knew that people had to be given ideea about 
what they were there for. Take that song of Bilitis 

that says, * Love is a ” 

Thank goodness this was where we got out. I W^t 
back to my digs (after I'd seen my fianc^ hoihe) 



WRONG NOTES 215 

feding tha;t rady !to do 'was to Ixreak off this 
engageinmt w}uch a nerve-mper to both 

of Us. 

But in i&e inomiog t woke Up realising that it’s no 
such ea^ job for a man to break ofi his engagement 
with a girl without having any definite reason to 
give her. He’s held back. Not by her, but by what 
he thinks of himself. And besides there were too 
many other things. . . . Her people, who’d all been 
so decent to me. I couldn’t explain. ... A fellow 
can’r explain. What was there, after all ? . . . Little 
things getting on each other’s nerves ... 

There are “ wrong notes ” of one sort and another, 
in the harmony of every couple, I suppose ? 

I’d been expecting too much of engagement and 
having a girl belonging to me. I’d thought it would 
make a new Heaven and a new earth — and a new, 
Jack Smith. These things don’t happen. Anyhow, 
not to me. 

I was disillusioned — ^well, there’s only one thing for 
all disillusioned people to do. Make the best of 
it. 

That’s what I’d got to do, I told myself as I set off 
to the Carterets next day. 

Phyllis was so quietened down from her reckless 
mood that I saw it would have been an awful 
pity to take those moods for something that would 
come into everyday life when we werrf married. After 
all, it was her feelings I had to consider. She was 
fond of me.. Hadn’t she said So? Chances were I 
should never get another girl to be fond of me like 
that. How much better ofi should I be, persuading 
Phyllis that our marnage would be a frost ? Not a 
ha’porth. . . 
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At tli<e thot^kt of retuniing to tk&t old loadiness 
1 ^vered; always shall> 

Bec^e tilk of the girl you " dipose," it^s rot! You 
tal^ the girl life brings you. If she’s not the girl 
of your dreams, well, you’re lucky to get one at all. 

I couldn’t help smiling to-day when Slim 
Grantham told me that, in being engaged to the one 
and only girl I’d ever wanted, I didn't know' my own 
lock I 



CHATOR XXV 
The Fate of the PHizAMDEKiot 

** So be warned by my lot (which 1 know you w0l not) 

And leam about women from me/' 

•^Kipiing^ 

THE BOY'S STORY 

Sum, 1 must say, has been quite difierent ever ^ce 
he came back from his holiday. In some ways he's 
another man. 

I fancy he couldn’t have enjoyed himsdf much, up 
in Scotland. He was staying with some cousins of 
the girl in the yellow frock (who has just gone back to 
Shanghai, I believe) and there was some other girl 
there in the place at the same time whom he'd known 
somewhere else and “ things had got a bit mixed," as 
Slim hinted to me later. 

“ Keep a couple of days' journey between the girls 
you know ; it's the soundest scheme yet," he told me. 
“ You’re pally with two : they're Teal good chums, 
get on together, let you think everything in the gar- 
den’s going to be lovely because they don’t resent 
each other. That’s where you’ve got another guess 
coming to you. The girl who tells you ' Do have a 
good tifM wUh So and So, I’d never tit jealous of her ’ — . 
Why ! That’s the girl who’s getting ready to pick 
the other wench’s eyes out with a fork. T’other girl 
rounds on you and sa3rs you've done this, that, and 
the other. . . . And life’s a cheery mess ! Watch out 
fm it. But what’s the use of wasting priceless 
advice ? ” he broke off, with a moody sort of laugh. 

317 
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" You don't need any, luc^jr baJgee j YOtt've picked 
the ..thbg to do. You're going to get on all right 
as iar.as the girl i»x}|K»ition is conc^edl '' 

Yhu can -imagine how I stared at Irpm him. 
V^e were dttii^, by the way, in my Ettle Old digs 
that 'I've always had, and that I sh^ stick to now 
until Phyllis and I get married and have a home oi 
our own. (Not bad little rooms at all they'ye been, 
and 1 was here with Tim . . . it’ll seem rum, leaving.) 
Well, my fiancee had just said she’d a girl to see that 
evening and I hadn't been sorry for the chance^to 
stay in my own place and read and turn in early for 
once. Th^ in had come Slim Grantham saying he 
was at a loose end (Slim I), and might he have a quiet 
smoke in here with me. He was looking fed to 
the wide, and as if he wanted to get things off his 
chest. 

Which he proceeded to do ; things that surprised 
me a bit. 

That about my being all right on the girl proposition 
was the first startler. 

" What d’you mean, you old humbug ? ” said I, 
throwing my pouch across at him. " You've all the 
luck there, as you know. Always have had." 

" Here’s where I pay for it,” says old Shm, with 
that imcharacteristic expression of gloom on his face 
in the flare of the match. " Sooner or later everybody 
pays for that re'^utation of being Some success, with 
wommi. It's not any gaudy advantage.” 

" Get out. You’ve told me yourself that girls will 
always flock aroimd where they know that girls have 
flocked around already.” 

" For a while, old horse. For a while, up to a 
cotain pomt they’ll all fall for the fc^ow vdio's known 
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to be a £iit. !Maybe Hie instinct in ’em. 

' We'U ipozi^ Hiey say. Maybe 

it's beca^ they ynant to locaie wbat it was that 
attracted &e bth^,” went on SUm, in a fiositively 
dreary voi^. “ Or maybe most giiis know that 
every girl a fellow’s known previously has mana^^ 
to teach him something of how to please.” 

*' There you are,” I said a bit ruefully, thinking what 
a blank exercise-book my own fiancee' must have found 

me. " You people have got a glamour ” 

” Glamour nothing,” from Slim. " A glamour that 
turns to a blight around the fellow i By and by 
the girls get it all right. ' Oh, yes, so-and-so who’d 
make love to a broomstick if it had a frill round it; 
not much of a compliment if he makes himself agreeable 
to me* That’s the start in. Then we have, ‘ Pretty 
things he says — doesn't mean a syllable of them; we 
know him ! ’ When maybe it’s something he’s honest 
to-God ; eager to make the woman understand. 
Later on we get to ‘ Yes ; one of these men who love 
and ride away* That’s what the peach of the bunch 
will be told before he’s even introduced to her. And 
she, and the lot of ’em, are forewarned and forearmed, 
and th^’s the merely friendly smile over the cold 
shoulder for the welcome of men like me — say, old 
horse, I’ve loaded a few miseries off on to you to-night, 
ain't I ? I'm no company for an engaged man. I'll 

say good-night, I guess ” / 

I made him stop. He couldn’t guess that for other 
reasons I wasn’t feeling much more exhilarated than 
he was in this new mood; I was jolly glad of the 
company of a man who might remind me I wasn’t 
^ un — I mean that I was in luck myself after all. 
Slim settled himself in Tim’s old chair oppoHte to 
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me and went ^ -With Ms |^:nvEse throt^ Hie <d(mds 
-ii^'litpie-smoke. ' ' »:v 

“ * The lover who rides aWay.' IGirls zfz scared of 
it. Most of 'em have had some, mte time or another, 
from one or other of us," he ssdd. V It gets about, 
tiov that ' riding away ' hurts the i^xl, and they’ll 
think about that riding more than they think about 
the loving. Spoils him for them before they, start 
in. Like being told the egg ain’t fre^. Presently, 
maybe before he’s twenty-five, that fellow finds that 
for all the girls who've fallen for him since the,^ime 
' he left school, there’s not a girl in the world he can 
think of who’s gotten a downright genuine honest 
affection for him.’’ 

“ Well, that’s not like you, Slim ” 

" like me,’’ he declared. " How are girls I know 
thinking of me now ? Some are mad with me ; some 
sore. Some say, ‘ Amusing, isn’t he, but how could 
anybody take him seriously ? ' Some would love to 
see me come a cropper of some sort, get taken down. 
That’s all ’’ 

I laughed ; couldn’t help it, ’’ Old man, d’you 
think you’ve got flu coming on ? What’s this sudden 
delusion ? ’’ 

He shook his head. " Not so sudden. Been on me 
for weeks now. One or two things while I -was a-way 
seemed to clinch it. I’m ^’’ 

He shruggedvhis slender shoulders and knocked out 
his pipe against my fnantelpiece. 

" Jack, I used to figure out that you Vfcxe the fellow 
who didn’t know much about hfe," he muttered into 
the ashes. ’’ You’ll never have made the sciap-heap 
of it that I have." 

Fuimy how this dieered me up and made. me feel 
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quite a lot '<ildex IMn SBua fat cince. I said, '* Buck 
up I You'll W aE li^lit. You’E be getting, fixed up 
yourself one df these days." 

Shxa lifted his head and looked at me. " 1 guess it 
would he no bad scheme,” he said: Must say it took 
me aback a bit,, from Slim, who'd idWays talked about 
engagement and martiage as if they would do all 
right when he was infirm and bedridden from old 
age and with nobody to look after him unless he 
bribed them with rings I 

This same Slim gave me quite an apologetic glance as 
he owned up, " I’ve been thinking about that just 
lately.” 

” What I You have ? ” 

" Sure.” 

” Found the lady ? ” I asked. “ I mean, have 
you settled which ? ” 

” I wouldn't put it past myself,” said Slim, not 
too cheerfully. Then he roused himself just a bit to 
answer my questions about this new flame of his. 
Only he wouldn’t let me call her a new flame; she 
was quite different from any of the others. In fact, 
it was because she was so different that she'd put 
the idea into his head that ho'e was where he could 
get demobilised, so to speak, and could settle down 
into the job as a self-respecting married man. She 
— ^this different one — ^was a little Welsh girl, brought 
up in the howling wilds of the coimj^ but living in 
London now, with her grandmother. 

” Gee, doesn't it sound different from an}dhing 
you'd strike. nowada)^5 — ' living with Grannie t ’ ” 
said Slim in a satisfied sort of voice. ''' It surely 

does.”^|frfi^ 

He went on to tdl me that it was through her 
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grsMidinothOT ibit be’d g^t to Imow the g^ri. She — 
tiie o3d lad 3 i< — ^had faJleii dowli m ;the street in a fit 
or something, and Slim had picked up . and driven 

her home, ^d from what I could j^ther, had been 
.spotting in his time there ever sihce. She ” was 
eighteen, and her name was Miss Julia Parry. 

“ Pretty name, Julia,” I ^d. " I don't think 
I’ve ever met a Julia in my life.” 

” You'll have to meet this one,” said SHm in his 
friendliest way, “ and tell me if you don’t think I've 
picked out the right thing to do, for once in mji^ life. 
She’s just a ^y, sweet little home-bird, Jack ; the 
way ^Is used to be in the old novels, I guess. Real 
right through. You can see it in her innocent out-of- 
style blouses.* Taste in dress awful; face likti a rose, 

blue-grey eyes like a Uttle girl's ” 

" Black hair ? ” 

” Goldeny brown.” 

” It always used to be a brunette that you ‘ fell 
for,’ Slim ? ” 

“ I tell you there’s changes,” said Slim, cocking his 
head to one side, but not in the old gay way he used 
to have. ” This little girl of mine is a musemn 
example. Quaint little sweet voice, sings her Gran- 
nie’s songs ; never heard of such a thing as a kiss — 
anyway she’s never been kissed in her life. How 
do I know ? Haven't I ever looked at her eyes, 
man ? Never been^ kissed before, well that’s a bit 
of . a rarity nowada 3 rs when folks get fixed up. A 

man might well think a lot of it 

"A girl wouldn't,” I blurted out bitterly. Before 
I'd meant to say a word on this subject I w^t on, 
** A girl just throws it at a man if she's the first one 
he’s kissed; laughs at him, tells him he ought to 
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have leamt says ^the keynote ;Of his method 

was force without Section— - 7 -'V ! . 

I didn't mean to a word oi what my fiahc^ 

had bem ra®g^ me about. But I tdl you that had 
stuck. Stung a bit, too. Wouldn’t it sting anyone 
— any fellow out of pur old “ drome," say ? For ah 
ex-pilot who was keen on planes and mechanism and 
engines, a man who'd been considered to have a 
pretty sen^titve touch with those other things, to be 
put down as hopelessly clumsy, by a girL . 
Yes, it stung. ..." Force without direction," 
indeed i 

But as the words came out of my mouth. Slim 
threw back his head and suddenly laughed out, his 
old self again. 

" Gee, that’s great ! That sounds like one of 
Phyllis’s ! " he sang out, gay as a lark. " * Force 
xeithoui direction ’ ... if that doesn’t size up the 
way eight out of ten Englishmen make love, or eight 
out of any ten chaps ! I bet that would go straight 
home to the heart of most any engaged young 
woman who heard it . . . no — say, I was pulling 
your leg, old horse,” he caught himself up in a hurry 
as he saw me look black. " See here ; about this 
little friend of mine. I do want to have you meet 
her ’’ 

" Oh f AwfuUy kind of you,” I said, still a bit 
stiffly. " But ” ^ 

Slim was on his feet and had gripped my arm 
. affectionately ; I’m dashed if you can stay angry for 
long, with Slim 

He said " listen here, old horse ; what about 
‘i|unday evening ? I’m taking her to have dinner at 
. me Dug-Out, with Lou and Son. You remember 
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them ; I took yon there umpteen mcnotlB ago, and 
^ey'ine Um lots of times if I itras pvex gmng to 
bri^ yox^ again. Come on Sunday.*' 

" ’Fraid I arranged to go to g g - f* 

“Bring the fianc^ along ^th yon. It's ages since 
1 saw Phyllis — or' must I say Miss Cartmet, these 
days ? *' - 

“Ass!” 

“ All right, then ; bring her around about half-past 
eight, will you? They’ll be real pleased to see her 
too," Slim assured me. “ And then you can both 
have a look at my little girl ! Say you'll comeT* old 
horse.’’ 

Before he left' 1 promised, for Phyllis too. 



CHAPtER XXVI 

IfpTHEft-WlNG^ 

** A mc3tber*8 lot, my dear, 

Slie doth in haoAt accuse— 

Tb have, to hold, to bear, to rear. 

To lovo— and tlm to lose/' 

—/sen Jnfilsfs. 

THE BOY'S STORY 

When I accepted for Phyllis, I wasn’t sure, after all, 
that ^e would come. 

Knowing that she didn’t seem to care for SUm 
Grantham at aU, and that she never missed a diance 
of getting in a dig at him whenever his name came 
up, 1 thought it more than likely that my fiancee 
would cry ofi directly about coming on with me to 
the party at the Dug-Out, which was more or less 
what he’d call “ his rag.” 

Rather surprised 1 was, and bucked, when Phyllis 
quite jiunped at it. 

" Come ? To see the adored Slim and his very 
latest ? Oh, rather,” ^e exclaimed in her Ibrightest 
way. " Sight I wouldn’t miss for worlds, the all- 
conquering Slim at the chariot-wheels of the girl who’s 
different from the others. How poceless ! Is it a 
definite engagement. Jack? Does one lug in the 
heavy congratulatory touch the moment one sees the 
young couple ? ” 

” Oh Lord, fio, I don’t think so. I don’t know that 
Sffm’s even adeed the girl to many him yet. But this 
is the girl that he’s going to ask, ‘ all right.’ ” 
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' .him all' 

'rig^;';V,h^^;ti3|»a 'tiialJiprippaiiJtol.”' }--;</ :.;' ^ 

'X spi^pdsa i»e Icnoa^ girl Hkes 

a man lili;e SMm doesn't ma^ thme.” .. 

l .^^bod .np for tlm absent. BM Fh^^^ .eliook her 
holftMd black hair^t me in the . way t^t means she 
. finds I'm hopelessly obtuse in some Waiys^ >:;She asked 
quickly, " And the faultless Slim, is he realfy, definitely, 
and irrevocably in love this time ? ” 

'* M'm," 1 said, trying to make up my mind about 
that look on Slim’s face and that tone in his xpicc 
'when he was unloading himself to rax in my rooms. 
" M'm. ... I don't know whether a like that, 
who’s always dotted about all over the place does ever 
fall * irrevocably ’ in love with anybody ? ” 

” Then why on earth should he want to marry ? " 
asked Phyllis, sharply. 

" Because he thinks it’s time he did get fixed up, I 
stqypose. Because he thinks he'd like to take a wife 

back from this country " 

” Back ? Is he going away to Canada, then, soon ? ' 

“ Yes, dear. He’s ofi in about tlnee weeksr— didn’t 
I teU you ? ” 

Phylli^ave that impatient little shake of her hair. 
" You never tell me anything,” she exclaimed — 
which wasn’t fair, because, dash it all, 1 do tell her 
heaps of things — and besides, she’s never been in- 
terested to hear a^ut Slim before.. But somehow 
women always do seem Interested in this one subject. 
If it’s an engagement,* whoever of, whoever to, they 
seem to make up th^ minds that eyc^ detail of it 
must be absolutely thrilling. Yet h)ts of them are 
.engaged themselves, they ought to know that it's^l^ 
everyday ^rt of afiaar often enough. Fimnyl 
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fiancfSe .ftbbut ^im*s 

(»nmii)g;«a|[aigies^ 

^bo^t A a^e-up oiten puts it 

<^. tiatil ci^i^ and ](mels^---ai^ l<a^dia|^ 

is what he ba^ih(m than most things. ‘ Slim's warned 
in time ; hnoiwsh^'sgot tohaveaWhe of his owhand 
a gill in it; — 

" Not qiecially this little Welsh girl, whoever 
she is?” 

“ Oh, ' yes .1 Her q>ecially, because she’s what he 
called a ‘ sweet little shy home-bird,' with ‘ innocent 
blue-grey eyes ' and ' old-fashioned songs ’ and ' a 
face like a rose/ and never has been anywhere or ae^ 
anything.” 

” 1 simply must see her for myself ! ” declared 
PhyUis laughing ; quite excited she seemed about it. 
“ What fun it’ll be ! When are you calling for me on 
Sunday, Jack ? Half-past eight ? Right ! ” 

Quite settled, I thought it was. * So I was a bit put 
off on Sunday evening, when I called at 99, to find that 
Phyllis ” was very sorry, didn't think ^e could 
manage to come after all.” 

She’d got a bad headache and was lying down 
upstairs; and she’d left the message with hw mother. 
Mrs. Carteret I found alone on the big couch in the 
drawing-room when 1 went in. 

” A headache ? Oh, I’m sorry,” I said, but some- 
how or other t felt — out of the atmfiisphere, out of the 
look, on, him. Carteret’s face, somehow! — ^that an 
excuse had been made for Phyllis not to see me, and 
I felt sore about that, a bit of the soreness got into 
my v(dce as I stood there, looking down at her 
hkother, and said, ” ^re’s had these headaches rather 
(fften latdy,’* 
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u]^ at: .paid in. 

'Ii«r'.j|ea^-,y{^r ''VYes, •.Yes., ..YQu;.irio#y^^ does' 
get ^em.; . . . P<>ordbil4< • • • Slie*p1sp4i^^ 

i^t sharp go of infiueiiza y^' 

Y^ laoow, lluit tune when i»t h^ to out her 

hairoff.*’ , . , • 

I didn’t know she’d ever been k> iQ that you had 
to cut her hair ofi. I thought she’d just hobb^ it. 
She never told me. There are liots of things she’s 
nev» told me,” I said, thinking of her reproacti the 
other day. > 

Fhyllk’s mother still looked very gently and s^ea^y 
up into my face. Then she moved a little cm tiie couch 
and patted it. 

” Sit by me for a minute. Jack. You haven’t any 
special time when you must be with these friends of 
yours, have you ? No ? Then you can spare me a 
minute. That's right. 1 wanted a little talk with 
you.” 

Wdl we had the little talk ; fuimy how it made me 
feel more sort of smcmthed down and quietly happy and 
cmntent to cany on as best I (x>uld. Mrs. Carteret jnst 
is one of those people who can make other people feel 
like that. Didn’t say much either ; just began about' 
whether we’d had any little tifi, Phyllis and I ? And 
when 1 told her not tcnday, but how I was afraid I 
did seem rather to get on Phyllis’s nerves, she, Mrs. 
Carteret, held my^hp^d and begged me to bdieve one 
thing : Phyllis tkmgh^ a great, great AecA af tne. She 
knew that Phyllis knew her best chance of lus^pmess 
was with a. man like me ; loyal and true,, >oh, 
things that brought a big lump into iny throat, and 
made me fed an ass, and yet radier |deaP^ with mysdf 
at the saihe time. ' 
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“ FUH ]]A|» What 

'does ii::.i^^'?V'.'fdriitt^'':V^. ihit&l." Tfae'.cMd 
loves to pwpie^ ^he's’ i: Httie tired 

it^ ^ sSid this gentle lady, 

with <^te a'%cho<^'^^ in her grey eyes, 

" but I’ve seen you * rise ' to it. Jack ; often I 
Making hear worse I ” 

I latched. : 

‘‘That’s better," said Phyllis’s mother. ‘‘For do 
you know, dearest boy, I think I would rather any* 
thing happmed now than that an}dhing should come 
betwe^ Phil and you.” 

” Sweet of you. Well, nothing shall.” 

" It’s my great wish that you should be married 
soon. Better for Phil. For both of you! And — 
d’you know, perhaps I’m going to let out a secret 
before 1 should. . . . But shall 1 tell you ? Yes. 
You know I came in for a legacy the other day. 
I’m going to use it to make Phil an allowance which, 
with what her father can give her, will make it quite 
possible for. you to get married, without waiting. 
What do you think of that ? ” 

I was so confoundedly touched by her sweetness 
and by her wanting me for her son-in-law at all, and 
by the way she spoke to and looked at me, tl^t I 
couldn’t say a word ; I just grabbed up both her hands 
and kiss^ them, and she kissed me (first time she’d 
ever dohit it) on the hair. 

So that’s £dl settled,” she told me, with her dear 
eyes bright. ’■ It’s nothing to thank me for. Jack. I 
shouldn't want to do it if I didn’t feel you were the man 
to make a girl happy.” 

" Mrs. Carteret,” I said, all huskily, ” as you ^en't 
shocked at inything, 1 can just tell you that 1 hope 
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you’Eiiie iof iiw Mait th^; j^iit tlie tow- 

* He 4(mA his dam»i^ . 

V ; \ Aeigtis can do no 

<f , ’ ’ , . ' ' 

. After this I Idft ho:. And es I. ^u; went 
ofi towards Baker Street still fell Ithat ''' All's 
xight^with-the-world ” feding. It was just like Mrs. 
Carteret's sweetness to thiidE out a way that could 
hurry up my marriage to her daughter. The money 
part I hadn't been worrying about ; but it would lup a 
great scheme if we could get settled without drag^^ng 
on for a whole year. By the time I was in the tube 
1 had cOme to the conclusion that the only thing that 
had be^ worrying me at all was the length of the 
blessed engagement. Hadn't I heard plenty of 
fdlows say that the engagement was “ a wearing kind 
of time ? ” 

That, I began to think, was all that had been getting 
on the nerves of Phyllis and me. When we were 
settled down, then we'd both be better tranpoed, and 
have a bit of patience with each other. She wouldn't 
shake h^ head at me when I didn’t seem to see what 
she meant in one ; and 1 shouldn't set my teeth when 
she dM imitations of Teddie Gerard and talk^ 
" undies ” before a roomful of people. She was fond 
ci me ; hadn't her own mother said that would be all 
right ? And wasQ^ 1 very lucky in lots arid lots of 
things ? Evidently it wasn’t in me, even as much Ses 
it was in Slim, to fall injove irrevocabfy with some girl 
tiiat I'd got to have or die. One has dresms; but 
tiiey are dreams. . . This was what I was inking 
to myself as I got out at Baker Street Station and took 
the teucning towards the Dug-Out. ^ 
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T didn’t Jet tlp^ me for a 

second that if ;! westn over Gitieire' 

at 99 , it yifas jnst as ^iich as vlftlt 

hi» dar^h^ f ; Carteret yvas the sw^test 

ever ; and 1 ti^d myseif that her ^i:^ter was bound 
to turn out like her in some 1 hin,g^ after aU, once ^e 
was mani^, I started seeing Phyllis in my own 
mind as I’d .never seen her b^ore ; a bit like Mrs. 
Carteret to look at and to talk to. I’d never felt so 
tender to her (my fianc^) since the day of our «igage~ 
ment. Phj/Ws ! She could be very sweet. (By jove 
it was Tuesday when 1 saw her last.) Everything 
would be all right as soon as we were married. I 
wished we were married. 

Happy? Yes, of course I’d be able to piill off 
making her happy all right, thought I as 1 rang the 
bell of this house where the party was. One thing 
she’d always be sure of, would my wife. Thing I 
knew lots of girls would be anxiousabout at the bottom 
of their hearts when they thought about marriage 
and husbands. As Slim had said, ” it’s a jealous sex." 
Well ! ihy wife would be able to bank on my never 
looking at another woman. Why should I eve^ want 
to ?. Lo(^ at girls ? 

What girls wordd be anything to me ? 

. . . . /'d hardfy finished thinking this, I suppose, 
before I found myself bang, crashed into the middle of 
JLll Thai-’ ... 

• Now., . . i How am I to pull'mysdf together to 
explain what came first, and how. ... 

The psarty . . ... yes, Mrs. " Lou’s ’’ party at the Dug- 
Out.. Of course the tiny room was packed. A bupch 
of frocks and.Taces. ... I don’t believe I saw more 
than a glimpse of them all ^ I came into the place. 
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in?. ade\^l wliom: ^ eyei^i^ 

jd!andijB^ 'to the 

'dtf&ri’J' Can’t 'say. '''l>on’t '•th|afc',JVt?^,,,^W what 
she was wearing ; I 4di^t kiKrw ttW it was. 
Jus^. lier Uttle tace ; that was ah 1 saw.' ; ': 

^ one second I fancy I may haye.a^ed 
" f^We'w J seek her before?" Befom the second 
passed, I knew. 

She was that girl at the beginning of this story of 
mine. The' girl 1 used to pass in the street,- die girl I 
couldn’t get to know, the girl I’d sppkm tp, the,^l 
who’d turned me down. Yes. No mistake. She was 
the girl I’d written that mad love-letter to ; that I’d 
burnt. 

“ My Uttle lady I ” 

There she stood before me, the only girl I’d ever 
wanted in my life I 



CHAt>TER XXVII 
Meeting. 


We met ; 'twas in a crowd.** 


THE BOY'S STORY. 


Next to hearing that my pal Tim had gone West, it 
was the shock of my life — ^meeting that girl, that even- 
ing, at that house. 

You remember " The Dug-Out ” ; the little ground 
floor fiat of the boarding-house near Baker Street. 
Place where they kept the piano in the bedroom and 
shoved the piles of dinner-plates out on to the corridor 
floor, and had the whole ^ow choc-a-bloc with old 
furniture and young people. The place where I — ^the 
one fellow in London without a girl to give him a 
smUe — ^had been taken so long ago by Slim Grantham. 

Extraordinary, that it should be here that I must 
meet her again. Now — ^when everything was so 
totally different. Me, changed into quite a different 
sort of fellow, and she 

She was (i^erent, too. Before, I’d only seen her 
with her hat on in the street. Now I saw all her 
hair. ... I stood looking at it without even having 
said " Good evening ” to my hostdSs, and I saw she 
was not j\ist pretty. . . . she was lovely. 

As I still stood gaping at her (thank goodness I’d 
come in so quietly that the mob hadn’t noticed me) it 
all started to soak in, so to speak. . . . 

Back, as if it were aU only yestoday, back came 
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bauik 

»t*'j^|^|,''bl4dc tauwe-jQay^^^ was to 

ito !^ow and tny bat^ otf 3^ ij^y these 
thiaigs h^ to happen or generally dM hkpflen. Thai, 
in^ iffistinctly t^n all, came ^t morning when 
; rd t^n my courage by the scrdi df the neck and 
had spoken to ha. . . . And my Mack de^;:^. And 
the letter, miles long, that I'd writtoi to her that . 
evenii^, . . . and that I'd shoved into the hre. . . . 

I'd burnt it, because I'd thought that to wii|e all 
that Dream Island rot to a girl whose, name 1 mdn’t 
even know was too idiotic. . . . Now the feeling took 
me that that hadn’t been rot. It was' only everything 
else that had been idiotic. That other had been the 
right thing. . . . Back it crowded upon me in one, as 
if nothing had happened in betweoi. I didn't know 
her name even yet. That didn’t matter; nothing 
mattered except being able to look at her, long and 
hard, once again. . . . 

What woke me from my dream was the voice of my 
hostess close to my ear. " Ah, here you are. And 
how is Mr. Stranger Smith ? Where's Phyllis ? It's 
such ages since I've seen ha. . . . What ? Haven't 
you brought ha with you ? ” 

I pulled myself togetha, jerkily I managed to 
explain about my fianc^ and how she sent her love 
and was so audully sorry she couldn’t come. 

" Oh, yes I a pity," exclaimed little Mrs. ' 

Lou, standing there backed by that crowd of otha 
people. , (Can’t tell you now who they all were or 
which of ’em I’d seen before. ‘‘Son’’ was away^ — 
thoe were other men.) " I. want to. h^ all about it, 
J do hope it's not going to be a long oigagemoit ? 
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No ongagemeat ]}e iiuee 

wefeks/' , ' ' , ■ .V, 

" Sure 1 * 'Gi» to be ready, ttlree 

to be off/. ? >" ' ^ibiis. a gay u^-known /voic» 
that broke iht. Slim Grantham eame, up and toc4c me 
the arm. 

“ Hullo, S^/^ I, mechanically^ 

For the whole of that evening I was fated to be 
saying something with my Hps and something dse 
with my heart. At that moment all I was gasping out 
inside m3^1f was '* My little lady I She’s here ; sh^s 
here. ... I thottghi that old dream was absolute 
done in. But sh^s here. ..." 

Slim, absolutely unconscious, went on cheerily to- 
me. " Hullo, old horse. Say, here's this some one 
I wanted to introduce you to. Step over all these 
people on the floor and come along." 

He swung me round ; led me. ... 1 found myself 
facing . . . Her. The girl ! 

" Julia," said Slim’s gay, careless voice, " here’s my 
chum. Jack Smith, that I’ve told you tons about." 
Then to me. " This is Miss Julia Parry." 

I wonder I didn’t stanuner out aloud, ’’ What ? No. 
It isn’t. It can’t be.” That was what I gasped in my 
heart again. For don’t you see ? ’’ Miss Julia 
Parry? ’’ Why that was the name of the girl Slim 
had told me about that night he’d come to my rooms 
to get things off his chest. It meant — ^it meant she 
was the girl be-^lim— was going to*marTy. She t 
I'd thought iKfr bdi^ here at all was the shock ai 
my life. . . Chffd’s play to this. . . . 

. I’d read of, something taking a man " like a blow 
between the eyes/' that’s right. It does happen so. 
It got me just like that. . But with this going thrcmgh 
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me like a kmfe 4n 1 4^<sve I <fid memt^e 

_«n .loic^mg jiist.as above tlie 

pabi of it I was iaJri^iifyr^l^iadag . qai^y^ 

^ "^^Whtk ham t got to do now ^ ’ /•'■ 

* One obvious , thing to do was to I*d never 

seen her before. Had never passed i))ear every morning 
and got by heart every curve of W hi^ lace, every 
tint of rose-and-cream in her cheeks, eveiy move of 
her walk. I could pretend to forget tiie morning 
when Fd spoken to her, and when %e’d stubbed me 
with soft grey-blue eyes all tamed to iqe ^d gKardfo' 
Because X hadn’t been introduced. Now, whm every- 
thing was no earthly good, I’d got this essential, this 
indi^nsable thing, the proper introduction to the girL 

“ How do you do?” I said, savage, but in such an 
outwardly ordinary way that it quite took me aback 
myself. 

” How do you do ? ” she replied in a soft quaint 
little voice. Imagine it. I’d never heard her voice 
before. Her expression was as ordinary as my own. 
In her face, sweet and rosy and serious, there wasn't 
. a trace that she’d ever set eyes on Slim’s friend Jack 
Smith, before. Or if she had flushed up a bit to a 
deeper rose, that might have been the heat of the 
little Dug-Out packed with all those people. 

Did she really not remember ? 

Or was this her hint that I’d got to forget too ? 

At this thought something ‘‘rev’d’! me up again 
like Fd been aU*''''rev’d ” up to face that horde of 
half-mutinous men that night at the station. And 
I knew I meant to find out if she remembef^ h^ore I 
left that room. 

All this time, you know, -the .chatter! aqd stir of the 
party was about me; somebody'd ^ueeised through 
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^Bt 0 the; bedrobitit.'^^ i^a^ed.'. to ooe of those 
-(feafeim^ toii^ this drowned 

the talk, fjtiilt ra^^ tl^ vdbes.. Out ol 

the din ' I .,mt(g|it a sc^ in a hum's voice. “ 1 tell 
you what any lova^wy meato : Somebody, sometime 
or other, has got to be hurt/’ 

Then Mrs. Lou's voice pht in, very caTr 3 dng, " Well, 
if there's any hurting to be done, let my children 
do iff” 

(1 saw her look up at a framed snapshot of " Son ” 
that fauhg above her writing-table ; in swimming-kit 
the square audadous fellow stood all wet and laughing, 
poised on a little landing stage.) 

" Ruthless idea, Lou ! " somebody cried. Thm 
somebody else, a woman, " Sounded like a prayer. 
The prayer of any mother, I suppose. ‘ Let not my 
baby be touched! If he must lacerate other hearts 
tant pis / but let him be spared pain. His be the 

trampling foot, not the neck trampled upon " 

Found myself wondering if my own mother would 
have hoped that for me if she'd stayed alive. 

" Don’t argue,” begged another somebody — an 
alive-lookii^ woman in all -jacle- green. ’’Don’t 
anal 3 ^. Psychology’s all very wdl in its way, but 
not spoiling love-stories. Nothing messes up Love 
like too much * mentality,' that some people are 
always pratding. about ; it only means the muddle- 
headedness of people who can’t feelf . . . Let's stop 
vnnoglixi'. Can’t somebody dng ? ” 

Everybody^, scrambling to their feet and 

making a move to. the music-room-bedroom. 

That is evexybcMy made it except Slim and the 
g*rL . 

A new notkm took see. 
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* V, ‘ ‘ '' 

rd st2y ■ 

•i, I just wpuli ■ , 

wo]i4d beioiiadi at lay ^*4mi9s|pQg,W ”1^ tSte-d.- 
td^. Blit he’d asked it» to meet iik litis^ Julia Barry 
ali^all, and 1 jcdly wild meet lla^ 

Edrd, how T hated Slim at that xoomeut. He’d 
always been a pal of mine all rights but I tell you I 
wouldn’t have minded if a bomb had droj^ied on tiim 
then and there, provided it wiped him clean out and 
left no trace on the carpet. Also T’d have, felt lots 
better if I could have got my teeth well into his'thioat 
and a thumb into each of his eyes. Why should one 
man be allowed to do aU the hurti^? . . . Well;' 1 
couldn’t go for him as I should hive liked; we're 
supposed to live in a civilised world now. . . . 

But as the others jostled one another out of the 
room, discussiag what songs who knew, I just hung 
back. Then I .planked myself down on that old 
Qiesterfield on the other side of Miss Parry, where she 
sat 1^ Slim. 

Close to her 1 was, and I meant to make something 
of it while it lasted. 

I meant to make her speak to me. What con- 
versation had I had, so far, with the girl of the little 
quaint soft voice, the only one I'd ever want to listmi 
•to ? 

Total : one " Good morning ” (to which, as the 
tdephone girls say, there was no reply). One con- 
vmitional " How you do ? ” in reply to mine. With 
luck, perhaps, there'd be a " Good night " when I 
left. 

I could have laughed, it wa$ so little. No, dash 
it I I’d ixane across her again by a sort of minude. 
1 wasn't going to lei her go a§^ without taking any 
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notice. And I cat^ If Gnsniliiam was 
thoe, loUinf 
Sqnadb:^^:SEms 

For now H; meanl; to speak, and to get ^ least a 
glance of understanding i^n} those, deq) S(tft eyes, a 
word that meant something from the fiowor of a mouth. 

1 turned to her so quickly that the draught stirred 
that cud on her Che^, and I said exactly what 1 
should have said if the other man hadn't been there.' 

" I've seen you before. Haven’t you seen me ? 
Don’t you remonber ? ” 

And I looked her straight in the eyes. 



CHAFEER XXVin 
Partino 

*' How shall I live wifliout yott ? 

Hcrw can I let yon go ? " 

— Smtg. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

Now, as it happened, I saw afterwards, when I Rame 
to think it over, that for once in my life I’d said 
exactly the right thing. 

If there had been any misunderstanding about the 
way in which I'd spoken to her that momii^ long 
ago, this cleared it up. 

A rotter, after all, wouldn’t have mentioned it to 
^Ifwr now. 

I could see by the way her sweet flush deepened 
again, and by the ever-so-quick Uttle way her eyes 
widened as she looked up at me, that the girl sawit too. 

" Have you forgotten ? " I said. 

Again she gave me that precious little look. She 
had to answer. I was hanging on it. 

" No, I haven’t forgotten,” was what she said. " I 
know you quite well — ^by sight.” 

Here Slim struck in with a surprised '* Hul-lo ? ” 
He cocked his head to one side and pulled his usual 
jester face at ” You didn’t tell me about this. 
Quel pro ckaine — ^whatnext ? You two have met, then?" 

The girl sitting between us said nothing. I ^ded 
she made the slightest movement of her goldeny 
brown head ; not a nod — ^was it a turn towa^s me ? 
As for me, I don’t know how I should have answered. 

* 
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But I dida’t have to say anything to Slim. At 
that moment Mrs. L<m fluttered bade into tlm dtting- 
loom. 

Miss Parry i Please. We do want you/’ she 
coaxed. *' Slim said he'd made you pronuse to sing 
to us to-night. One of your Wmsh s<mgs. You will, 
won’t you ? ” 

I could see the girl wasn’t accustomed to singing 
before a lot of people by the diffident way she looked 
up, said " Oh — ” and hesitated back against the 
cushions. . . . 

I’d ris^. Suddenly she got up too. “ That’s 
right,” said Mrs. Lou. ” Give us all a treat ! ” 

We followed our hostess into the bedroom, wha« 
it was cooler and fresher than in the tobacco-smoke 
clouded sitting-rocon. The window stood wide open.j. 
People VKTe sitting about on the bed, on the arms 
chadrs, anywhere they could find. * > 

A man sprang away from the piano where he’d 
been still making an unearthly din ; he left the music 
standing on the r^. Everybody looked up at my — 
at the little girl. 

Without any pressing, she walked straight to the 
piano and sat down on the stool. 

Then she looked round at me; yes, at me. It 
was right to me that she spoke, too, though I expect* 
everybody thou^h^ she was addressing the whole 
roomful of ’em. • 

” This is an old song we have called Bugd’Uor 
Gwenith Gwyn* ' Watching the White Wheat,' is 
what it means. I’ll sirig it in English,” quiddy and 
diyly. 

Softly she struck a few running chords. I d<m’t 
know by what kind of wireless I got it. But I felt 

Q 
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in my bones l^t that song was lor mie« for me. It 
wasn't to give them all a treat that ^ sang it. It 
wasn't for Slim. It was as i^e mig^ lave made a 
little peace-offering or gift just to me wlmm she'ri cut 
long ago. She meant it like that. 1 knew. Don’t 
ask me how. You ^’t argue about these things. 
Spoils things to argue and analyse as that woman 
had said; that's the "psychology” that mucks up 
everything. I didn’t want to reason or discuss. I 
just listened as her voice slid out into the song. 

Ah, how it got one by the throat, a tune like that 
coming after all the s^ddng, rolhcking jazz-music 
of a moment ago. Every other sound was hushed as 
her voice rose, threading the notes clear and sweet, 
and soft as a runnel of rain-water. 

''More fair, more fair each iay that goes, 

■a Or fonder grows, 

My passion ! 

Ah, pity me, for him whose grace 
Thy bonnie face 
Did fashion ” 

Those w^ some of the words; and the wistful 
time will stick in my mind for ever, with those chmrds 
which seemed to make the piano into a harp; 

Every nerve in my body seemed to vibrate to it. 
I'd sat down by a cmner of the bedroom fender. Not 
a thing did 1 see. of the rest of the party. Only that 
little ^1 on the piino-stool, with her back to me all 
the time; but, as I mysteriouriy knew, singii^ for 
me. If I'd riiut my eyes I should still have seen the 
g^pse bi her softly-straying hands on the juano 
(where the jazz-foUo was still set up) and the ri<ping 
lines ci her Moulders under her pale frock, nad the 
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nape of hw neck, nrlhite and soft-kx^duig aa cord under 
her goldeny-brown hair. Somebody once told me 
that the Frendh con^der the nape one of the {»:ettiest 
features of a woman’s person. . . . Vve xusvet been 
interested, you know, in any of their talk about 
wcunen. But I remembered this now. . . . 

I wonder the little girl didn't feel my eyes fastened 
upon the nape of her neck as she sang. 

That song of hers. Do you know where it sw^t 
me away to? My island. My wonderful dream- 
island that 1 hadn't dreamt about for years, and that 
1 hadn't allowed m 3 rself to think about for months. 
As the mu^c rippled all around me, so there seemed 
to ripple about my feet the magic waves of that sea 
which cut off my island from all the world except me 
and one other person. My little dream lady! She 
was there too, to-night. Only it wasn’t night. It 
wasn’t even dawn as it always was in. my dreams. It 
was day ; day that turned the sands to gold at our 
feet, and the sky above us to other soft hazy gold, 
so soft, so-fexaway, so dreamy fair that no horizon 
came up to put any definition to its fairness ; one 
could not see v^ere sky ended or sea began. Unreal 
beauty, but real to me while that music lasted. 

The last chords of her song died away. People 
clapped 

Clapped ! — That song which had spread about, for 
me alone, a paradise Of magic and infinitude, and 
golden warmth. . . . 

Then came my icy-cold douche. In the stir and 
dhatter that followed the music, Mrs. Lou came and 
sat by me, holding out her cigarette for me to give 
her a light. “ And I've scarcely had a word with 
you after all,’' ^ complained in her kind-hearted 
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way. " Now me, when is this wedding of yours 
coming o£E ? ” 

Wedding! Of mine ! 

Any wedding whatever w^ the last thing that Td 
been thinldng about. 

I'd spoken to my little lady — my only little girl — 
out of mad impulse. I'd looked myself away with her 
ipto a dream paradise for two ... I’d forgotten 
ever3rthing else. 

Certainly I'd forgotten Phyllis Carteret, and that 
wedding which Phyllis’s sweet mother had hastened 
on for me at the beginning of this very evenii^. It 
was, of course, Phyllis whom I was to marry. And 
Portly too. . . . 

I can’t tell you what I answered Mrs. Lou. I 
suppose it passed muster, and that I told her about 
Mrs. Carteret’s generosity and all that ; for I heard 
her say, S3nnpathetically, “ Ah, that’s good, isn’t 
it ?” 

I wondered how often congratulations and interest, 
and “so glad’s,’’ are poured out upon engaged men 
who all the time are only wishing to Heaven that 
they had never in their lives set eyes upon the face 
of the girl whom they are arranging to marry almost 
at once ? 

I hadn’t set eyes upon Phyllis Carteret that time 
when I used to see this girl — ^the only girl — every 
day. • . 

And ^e, my Ifttle lady, hadn’t met Slim then. 
Funny to hark back and think that evmi then I’d 
wondered “ How would Slim get to know a gM like 
that ? ’’ of ha:. 

My eyes had strayed away again. She was putting 
on her hat in front of the glass. 
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J can’t tell you how eadi iittle inotv<«nent seemed 
to make h^ sweeter. A rose out of reach, that was 
what was. ... In my misoy I scarcely heard the 
buzz and rustle of haU a dozen pec^le at <mce getting 
ready to take leave. I didn’t see thmi shakii^ hands 
and throwing on wraps. I only saw the g^l pinning 
on that hat to covor that lovely hair which was strange 
to me ; drawing on the coat over her frock that J 
hadn't seen her wear before, hiding the nape of ba 
neck that had been an unguessed-at beauty to me 
before that evening. Back, she’d changed herself 
back into the girl of whom I'd thought (the first day) 
that she was like a flower growing out of a mud-pie. 
I hadn’t known her then. Well, now I'd got to know 
her she was just as unobtainable, for me. 

Why had we ever met at all ? I should never be 
able to forget her aigain now ; engaged, married, or as 
an old man, I should have to live on .and on, thinking 
hungrily of the girl I’d missed. 

Much better if we’d never met ! 

The sharpest stab of the whole works came at the end. 

This was back in the little sitting-room where she 
said " Good night." In her hat and coat again, as 
she looked on those mornings of old, Miss Parry (I 
supposed she would have to be Miss Parry to me 
uiitil she was Mrs. Grantham) turned to SUm. 

" I’m ready,” she said softly. 

" Right ! ’’ Slim returned, smiliitg as he held the 
door open. 

She passed out under that long arm of his. 

His! . . . 

. My God 1 My God ! Why hadn’t he married her 
knd taken her out to Canada without my having set 
eyes on her again ? 
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Slim's omther, if ever ^e’d Inreatbed that ruthless, 
wtnnanly'prayer, might have seen it answered at ^t 
minute. 

Let my child do the hurting . . . I ” 

. And 1 didn’t see how that hurt in my heart was 
ever going to leave off. ... 



CHAPTER XXIX 
The .'Mate 

Fflomell I thou «rt too dear lor my posBessing/* 

— ShakespBa¥€. 

THE GIRL'S STORY ^ 

I shan’t be able to go to sleep at all to-night, 1 knowi 

I feel as if J shall never be able to go to sleep again 
ever. 

Far too excited I am ; far too much to think aboutf 
A month of nights wouldn't give me time to think it 
all over. 

As for letting Mr. Grantham see me home after 
that party, I couldn’t do that either. I asked him to 
put me into the only cab we could find, an antediluvmn 
hansom that was rocking down Baker Street, and then 
I made him say good night. 

” Good ” night, indeed. Sleepless night, extra- 
ordmaty night when I’ve made a discovery about 
my^lf fat one thing I I am grown up. Six months 
ago I wasn’t. All these months I have been growing 
bit by bit into a woman. This evoiing at the party 
settled it 

So, lying here quite still on my bed, with my eyes 
staring out into the darkness. I’ve been going over 
and over evesything that happened. 

Or would some people think that nothing extra- 
mdinary happened after all ? 

I was taken by a man / know to see some people 
he knows, and amongst the people know 1 met a 

M7 
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yotmg man v^iom 1 neitiier k^w nm: don't know; 
a stranger whom I used to pax in the street every 
day as I wait to the office, and who had once sa^ 
*' Good moning " to me. 

A little coincidence : That’s all there'd be in it for 
some people. 

But I can’t help seeing it as the mcst wonderful 
thing that’s ever happened in my life. 

When Slim Grantham talked to me yesterday about 
his chum Jack Smith, and what a first-class fellow 
he was and how Td have to meet him — ^well I 

listened quite interestedly to his description of this 
Jack Smith who was engaged to the daughter of the 
man who audited the accoimts of the Great Inter- 
mediate Railway Company for them. “A nailing 
pretty girl and fixes herself up well, though oS-hand 
in her way, whiles,” Slim Grantham said. He also 
told me again the story that I’d heard before, of the 
quite yoimg railway official who had practically 
stopped a riot of troops at the station one night 
months ago. That was this very same Jack Smith, 
who was going up by leaps and bounds in the railway 
world. I was interested to be going to meet him, 
course. I wondered, as one does when one is going 
to see any new person, what he would be like to 
look at. . . . 

How C(mld I have guessed that I had seen him 
already ? How should I have dreamed that it would 
turn out to be no'one more or less than — my Silver 
Badger of those long-ago dreams ? 

My Silver Badger ! 

I wonder I didn’t say it aloud when he came into 
that crowded room. 

Really, I thiidc human bongs are woaderful in the 
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way ihey can go oiO|poking as eapreseionless as cows 
wben all the time en^Dtkms are whirling roond inside 
their ndnds lifce snow&dces in a bluszanl. That was 
how 1 felt when h&— my ^ver Badger-— was bnsi^t 
up to be introduced. 

As I stare out into the darkness I can see him 
again now ; broad chest, dear schoolboy face, little 
scar that looks like a cleft in his chin. ^ 

In the silence that broods over this sleeping house 
I can hear again the tone of his very ordinary and 
correct " How do you do ? ” Then that other voice, 
determined and a little appealing too, in which he said 
to me, " I’ve seen you before. Haven’t you seen me, 
too ? Don’t you remember ? ” 

Ah, how could anybody help thinking the world 
of him for saying that, in that way, just then ? 

It set everything right that had worried me about 
that morning loi^ ago. (But I’d known it was all 
right ! I'd known that all this time !) 

Just aftOT he said that this evening, and when I 
was asked to sing, I felt I could no more sing than fly. 
My heart was thumping like a sledge-hammer ri^t 
up in my throat. 

Or is that wrong anatomy ? 

It really felt like that. 

For just think of the shock I’d had. And then 
think how I’d been sitting th^ forcing myself to 
look “ usual ” before a crowd of strangers for half an 
hour. AH that time my Silver Badger hadn’t taken 
his eyes ofi my face. 

Or ought X not to have noticed that ? Would it 
be more '* maidenly ” to pretend now to myself that 
he was not lookup at me ? 

I can’t hd^ it ; he was. All the time his blue eyes 
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scMTt of bdd on to ose as hands have hold. Even 
when I didn't see titem, 1 fdt tbm. 1 felt them whmi 
I sat down at the foano with my ba<^ io lum. I 
wmider they didn’t scorch two holes in the nape of 
n^ tteck as I sat, singing to him. 

Thank goodness 1 managed to sing better, after all, 
than I've ever sung in my life before. I wanted to ; 
1 ngeant to. It was for him. 

It was the only way I could sort of get near him. 

You see, I couldn't explain to him in words how 
sploidid I thought him. His joining up at seventean ; 
his fighting, his fl3dng, his wound, what he’d done 
later at the railway . . . and also how sweet and how 
light he’d been about me. I couldn’t say that. 

I felt that if I could sing to him — even though 1 
only sang the first little simple old love-song that 
came into my head — ^it ought to tell him. 

I believe he knows. 1 believe he knows everything. 

What '* everything ” ? 

Why, just the everything that makes all the differ- 
ence in this world ; the everything that had disturbed 
me since 1 first saw him among the (minibuses and the 
coloured advertisements and the hurrying business 
people of the London street ; the everything that had 
made me miserable so often since then because I 
didn’t see him any more. The everything that shows 
me we were meant to belong together, this one par- 
ticular SDver Badger and I The hourS’ have 

been sli^^ing past & I think and think and thinv 
him. ... In the darkness of my room a Ime of dove- 
grey light is showing now under my blind. 

Still all I see is the bright crowded room I left behind 
hours ago, and the tall boy that I have never forgotten 
aU these.months that IVe never seen him. 
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Yes, of couise I’ve pietoided that I’ve never 
ot biia. 

I’ve pretended so Itard tiuit I even pretended, 
persi&ded mysdf llrat I’d done it. People can do 
this. Aren’t human bangs wonderful ? Talk about 
schods and cdl^;es->what are they ? Places to pack 
young people ofi to get them out of the way while 
they’re growing out of thdr clothes. One learns 
nothing at school^ Ckie only learns when one comes 
away and goes out into the world and meets a human 
being whom one can love. It’s this human being who 
teaches one everything. And the chief things one 
learns are not things about that adored other human 
being. They’re about oneself. It’s been like that 
with me. 

There’s the staircase clock striking half-past some- 
thing. Three, 1 suppose. With every minute now 1 
feel surer and surer about something. 

The strongest, strangest influences in one’s life are 
not always those of the people around one that one 
sees every day. They can be those of personalities 
passed and recognised for a moment. Without my 
havh^ set ej^es on him all these weeks that SUver 
Badger has mastered my days, altering them in ways 
that one would never have guessed. It was because 
I’d seen the one and only person who could be to me 
all people mean when they talk about “ one’s mate ” — 
it was because of this that I’ve not been able to put 
up with ahything else. It was* the idea of him (all 
hidden away, of course) which made me see that things 
like kindness itself and That Bag can no more make 
a girl happy than a husband who’s never there. It 
was the secret memory of how young that Silver 
Badger looked stridii^ over the pavement with the 
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momiBg sun in his which convinced me that one 
can never make a sweetheart out of -a considerate 
oM. family friend who had held one at the fcnxt. It 
was he« who knew nothing about David Lewis t who 
had bri^enofi David’s engagement to me. Td thought 
itk a time that it was only the disparity in age and that 
what I wanted was a lover (any lov^) of my own 
generation. But now, after the first glance and word 
from my Silver Badger, that mistake is shown up 
for ever. 

Slim Grantham ? The right age ; gay, good-lodk> 
ing, nice to me. . . . but not right for me. Happy 
with him ? I never could be. I coiild never in this 
worM now be happy with anybody but the Silver 
Badger. 

Jack Smith. How wonderful to know his name at 
last! Jack Smith was the sweetheart 1 was made 
for, and he for me. . . . 

Yes, but wait, wait, wait. . . . The clock grinding 
out ** four '* outside my bedroom door seemed to strike 
deadening blows upon my heart as 1 remembered what 
had got blown aside and crowded out by all these 
other thoughts. 

How could I think of Jack Smith as my sweetheart ? 
He was engaged to be married. 

Hadn't 1 known all about it ? Hadn’t Slim told 
me that Smith’s fianc^ (“ a nailing pretty girl ”) was 
the daughter of the accountant of the Great Inter- 
mediate Railway ? ’^Hadn’t I been there when Slim’s 
friends asked my Silver Badger when he was going 
to be married ? Hadn't I actually heard him answer, 
" Almost at once ” ? 

That ends it. That ends it. Even the clock outside 
tides p^derously to those words, “ That—ends — it.” 
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something elsi^i too. AH idea of my manTuig 
anybody, ever. I know that far away in Canuu^on- 
shire Daidd Lewis is cautiously biding Ids time, think- 
ing that Some day. somehow, scnob tide wind wiU 
make me drift back to his unfailing kindness and 
him. 

After meeting " my boy ” f Never, never ; rather 
nothing at aU. 

People in books and plays are always so sorry for 
the unwanted girls, the bachelor women, the spinsters 
who have ** never met their mate.” . . . How do the 
pityers know, always, that this is why those wommi 
are not married ? Perhaps it is because, like me, 
they have met the mate and he is not for them. And 
rather than spoil the memory of him and what he 
might have been, they'U take nothing, nolhing. . . . 

Past four o’clock in the morning and the London 
sparrows cheeping outside on my bedroom window- 
sill. 

To-day Slim Grantham is coming to tea again. He 
is thinking of asking me to marry him. 1 know he is. 
Since I knew, in a single evening, that I was ” grown- 
up ” at last, I’ve suddenly known so many other things. 
He’U ask me. 

Perhaps I could have said " yes ” last week, two 
days ago. ^ 

Not now. Now a dream will never leave me. But 
I shaU have to stay lonely for it. I shaU have to 
grow old myself into one of *the pitied spinster- 
women. 

I don’t think they need pity us so much. To some 
of us that one glimpse of the mate has been nuHe 
wonderful, more beautiful than years of most people’s 
marriages. To some of us a word, a look, a dream 
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has meant that the happiness of fifty years has been 
concentrated down into one evening. D'youget me, 
Steve?" as Slim says.) Fm sure that’s been so with 
me. I’m sure. So sure that — ^that 1 think I can even 
turn round now, curl up, and go to sleq> on it at 
last. 



CHAPTER XXX 
* Re^usai, 

— •' For me no more with you. 

Not '«We I live, not till I die 1 " 

—Swinbtime. 

THE GIRL’S STORY 

As soon as Slim Grantham came into the- drawing- 
room to-day, I knew that I’d been perfectly right, 
and that he was going to ask me. 

Grannie saw that, too. For after we’d had tea she 
stayed down in the dining-room and allowed ” the 
yoimg people " to have an ever so much longer tite-d' 
tUe than in the days of David Lewis. For Grannie 
now simply adores “ Mr. Slim,” and cannot make out 
why her dear little Julia is not more enthusiastic 
about him. 

“Were I a young girl, now ” Grannie says, 

winding up her sentence with a three-volume novel 
condensed into one wistful sigh from a little old 
lady. 

She doesn’t remember that I wasn’t a yoimg girl 
myself in sixty-what-what, when she waltzed with that 
perfect stranger of whom Slim so constantly reminds 
her. Besides, she never saw my Silver Badger. 

After that meeting with him laA evening, after that 
night t hinking , thinking, thinking about him — ^the 
one poaon in the woiid — and of coming to so many 
new and defimte conclusions, it was almost like going 
back a couple- of years to sit and listen - to Slim 
Grantham’s talk. 


»ss 
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rd always bedi amused by But I wasn’t to-day. 
I think it wasn’t only because of last night that it 
didn’t seem amusing, all this that Slim was telling me 
about his home-folks and his jomney back in three 
weeks. 1 think he was “not on his day” for con- 
versation. There was a nervousness under that %uick 
Canadianly-accented talk of his, as if he were working 
himself up to something. He was, I knew. 

^ And in a grown-up sort of way that I shouldn't 
have been able to manage at all when first I knew him, 
I found myself debating whether it would be kiMer 
not to let him come to the point and be refused, or 
better to let him have it out emd get it over. 

1 wondered if I could manage a mixture of the two 
viays, which 1 suppose is the best way*of refusing a 
proposal. . . . 

I’m rather pleased with myself because I did do 
this. 

Slim was sitting beside me on the couch showing 
me some snapshots that had filled his letter-case — 
snaps of the people at home sleighing and ski-ing — all 
looking most attractive, 1 must say. 

" Lots of fun we have in the winter, over with us,” 
he told me. “ I guess you’d have a corking time if 
you came over.” Then he laid the hand holding the 
snapshots on his knee, and turned to me with his fair 
head very much on one side and an almost earnest 
expression in his neuly-always laughing eyes. He 
droj^ped his voice es'he said, “ How’d you like to live 
in Canada, Julia ? ” 

Z sort of gathered m 3 rself together for what I had 
to do. 1 picked up a snap showing Slim in sweater 
and skis, backed by a snowy slope of a hill Inistling 
with piiies ; and 1 said, quite composedly and firmly. 
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blit quite genify, "Dp you know, I don’t think I 
^ould cane for it at . 

He co^^.fais heai| Awards, tiip other shoulder and 
said, " Now,' why ? *' . ‘ 

" It's so.iar aii^,,loc one thing.,, 1 should he too 
homeack for the of things I’m accustomed to. 

I always miss my Welsh mountains in London. In 
Canada I ^ould miss Wales and London. Thexe’d 
be noth^ that I should be accustomed to, ri^t .. 
away, over there. I. don’t feel it’s the life I should 
ever want. . * , 

" You don’t know that,’’ . put in Slim Grantham 
quickly, but a little blankly. " Lots and lots of girls 
from this country have been coming over to us since 
the war — how many thousand was it the other day ? 
These Canadian brides settle down and get used to it 
all right. Get to feel it’s home, after a while.’’ 

" I never should.’’ 

" See here. Don’t you think,’’ said Slim per- 
suasively, " that what makes you feel a place is home 
is just who you happen to be with ? ” 

" Yes, I. do feel that,’’ said I sincerely. For I knew 
that the bottom of a coal-mine would be made to feel 
home to me if 1 were there with the Silver Badger. 
But I saw a brighter look^ suddenly cross the face of 
Slim Granth^, and I knew that I must not allow that 
to be. 

So befCHFe he could speak I said hastily but quite 
firmly, " You see, there would be nobody in Canada 
who would malm it feel home to me.’’ 

Pause for a monmnt. 

Then Slim asked, with a sort of half-twinkle in his 
eyes, "Noibody?’’ 

" No. Sim” 
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' ' ' ^ 

Hie yasisj^ 4k3ioth|ffir pauM. SKali, IooIe- 

ifig firafe^ sux3p!i:teed< imti tiabdienag» sa^ 

'• Wliy/ Fm sorty yOT 

y l’ai sorry I. do,'* ^d F very JMeaifiy, but qmte 
^ convincingly. “ But nobody can n^ sort of 
^eelbiga, and it is a naistake to intte^ tb^ ariUi't 
ntfaere if they’ are.” 

" Sure," said Slim dowly. 

Yet another long pause, in which I fdt awfid. Then 
^Slim cleared his throat, lifted his head and said in a 
muidi brisker voice, " Still, there isn’t any re^ rush 
to say good-bye right here and now, I guess. That 
walk of ours still stands, I hope ? " , 

I’d forgotten that walk. 

It had been an arrangement of Shin's some days 
before. I’d said how I had been longing to go into 
the country for a lovely long tramp now that spring 
had come at last. Of course, I’d been thinking of the 
roaite in Wales, winding between our moors with all 
the glory of the gorse. On evoy steep slope now 
there would be crowded the cushions of bloom, dazzlii^ 
gold against the rich blue sky, and so full of scent that 
it takes one’s breath away. I longed to be walking 
there all among the plovers and pewits and tiny 
white Wdsh lambs. And Slim had talked about taking 
me out into Surrey somevdiere and having a long 
walk on his first ofi-day. 

"It was for to-morrow," he reminded me now. 
" You were to meet me at Waterloo at oire o’clock. 
Don’t say that’s off too. I’d been looking forward 
to it ; I certainly had.” 

He sounded so dashed and disappr^ted that I 
couldn’t help feeling rather a little beast. I redised 
that he had been counting on B^’d thm^fat I 
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would to go li^ Stitrey. tmt 

away Wodd( overseas, . . . 

I must, have given hhn tlm imiansstoh. For hot only 
did he . sound dhaied, but also so very sm|>rised. 
puz 2 ded, hurt. Th^ was a look in| his eyes as if— as 
if some one on whom he'd put every trust h^ let him 
down. / ^ 

He sa^ quite latdy, that “ women don't take much 
stock in him." . . . Now I’d diown him that this was* 
quite true as far as I was concerned. And he'd thought 
he could count on me. 

Oh dear ! . . . What a tiresome world I . . . 

Full of things that are such a pity 1 

1 wish I could have done something to help this. . . . 
Go to Canada with him I never could. Well, I’d made 
him imderstand that. Now, was there any reason why 
I shouldn't go into Surrey with him, for just one last 
afternoon together? No. 

Of course, it’s still atnazing to think that Grannie 
is now quite willing to let me go out for the whole 
afternoon to Surrey, or Nova Scotia, with a young man, 
provided that young man is Mr. Slim Grantham. 
Personalty, I would rathm' vender out quite alone into 
the country under the freshly green trees, where I 
could have woven my day-dreams about my Silver 
Badger. 

But there's no need to grow selfish and ridiculous 
even if one is going to be an old n^d. One will have 
to think of otiter people ; and 1 could see by his face 
that I had hurt and jcdt^ this yoimg man, who, after 
all, had paid ine a big compliment. 

So, as nicety as I could, I said, " Oh t if you’ll take 
me, of course that appointment stands. We’U go 
f o-porroW ; |'y 9 beep lookini; forward to |t toq 
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“Fimi” snd ,S3im, briskt^ once «ii4 
imkiiig me fe^ a Httle frii^tmied. : How difficult 
men am When one*$ ti>nng to make thm take *' No” 
for an anaWar I Was Slim like David Lewis in 
thinlang I didn’t know my own miiui ? Do all mmi 
think that of aU women who wmi’t love them ? Did 
Slim think he WQffid he able to persnade me on that 
walk ? I suddenly had a feeling that his mind was 
full of tiiat thought, that he was {banning it all out 
already. ... * 

But before he said another word about an^Uiing, 
the really intere.sting event of the whole afternoon 
began to happen. Or am I unnatural to think diat 
anything can be more interesting than talking to a 
man who wants to marry you, even if it's the wrong 
man ? 

WeU, at all ev^ts this that came next was morf 
interesting to me. 

Slim’s letter-case had fallen ofi his knee as he spoke 
and had scattered the sheaf of aoapshots, cards, anc 
letters over the carjiet ; he knelt quickly down to pid 
them all up again. I helped him ; collecting variou; 
sledging scenes and skating parties that he had brough 
on purpose to show me. The last photograph ! 
picked up was of a group in fancy dress. 

” I hadn’t seen this,” I said, looking at it. ” Why 
this is you in a jester's costume, and oh — oh I ’ 
This cry brokq £| 2 om me quite suddenly in surptis 
as 1 looked more closely at the photograph. Wha 
struck me was the figure in kmcy dress next to Slix 
in die group and perched upmi the piano. A girl i 
all black ; r^esenting N%ht or Black Columbine a 
something of that sort. I hardly looked at he 
fostupip, bpt I mcognjsed thp wfi.y s)ie 
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the pose .i^ hi^ head-^-^md to tece . . . ah, yes, her 
imp^dy>atohiev(;msi\, ii^ve4cw fahe i Jt should 
have knoum k aayiesh^e pot the £ace of stranger 

girl to whom I’d taXto in the empty dandhg^ioom, 
wedES and wedcs ajEfb^ 

"Why d'you say ‘Oh,* like that?” asked Shm, 
looking up at me in astoidshmeat. 

I explained to him excitedly. " There’s some one 
else 1 know here in this photograph. I mean, I saw 
her once. It’s that girl who was so dreadfully nn> 
happy because she was engaged to the wrong man.” 

" Girl ? Which ? ” 

1 pointed to the gay, piquant face. ” This one on 
the right, sitting on the piano.” 

Slim gave a look at the photograph as I held it. 
“ That ? Why 1 Why, what are you talking about ? 
That’s Phyllis.” 

"Phyllis?” I said. 

Slim wmt on, with a laugh. " Phyllis, ' unhappy ’ ! ” 

" Well, but she told me she was,” I said stupidly. 
For the second afterwards I saw what 1 bad done. 
This girl had confided in me that evening just because 
she thought I’d never meet her people or anyone she 
knew. Now it turned out that Slim Grantham knew 
her. And I’d given her away to him; I’d let Mm 
know what she’d said to me. . . . 

Slim turned his bright quick eyes on me as I sat 
with my hands caught pp against my cheeks, blushing 
with confusion and anger at* myself. “What's 
wrong ? ” he asked abruptly. " And where did you 
see Btyllis when she said that to you ? ” 

" Oh, Slim, forget I said a word I ” I b^ged him. 
" I on^t not to have said anything ; it was in con- 
tomce." 
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" Cut it out ; ru never 0p«i iiicnit]| about you,** 
ssud Sun, sudd^y iatetested.: ' ** tst^ ivbere did 
you jpeet ? *' 

'* Ob.dear. I <mly met her once ^uite by chance, 
4 u^ VK talked. . . I never knew name, <x ^ 
mine.’* 

** Yet she thought you were old friends mrough to 
tdS you she was unhappy t ” 

" I ought not to have let that out:: " 

*' It’s out now.” said Slim, nodding at me. He took 
up the photograph that had fallen from my hand^and 
looked at it. Thai he turned to me and spoke in the 
voice Td heard the first time he had to coax Grannie 
to let him take me out to tea. 

*' See here, Julia. I’d hate to ask you to tell me 
an}rthing you think you ought not to. But I promise 
you honest to God that you shan’t be sorry if you’ll 
tell me a little about this. Maybe it’s the kmdest 
thing you could do. Will you ? You’ve handed me 
one rather hard answer to-day, little girl.” 

" Yes. I know. I’m sorry, dreadfully sorry.” 
I told him, feeling flushed and flurried. I’d like to do 
anything to— to — ^to do an3^thing. But you see, this 
is something to do with another girl " 

" Maybe,” said Slim's most coaxing voice, ” you’d 
be helping her too ? There’s a lot of misunderstanding 
about this delightful old '!yc^d of ours that could be 
cleared up with jurt a 'j^ words, s(»netimes — ^by 
some CHxe who kne^.’*^^ 

I thought of how often I’d longed for one word of 
explanation with my Silver Badger, after tiiat awful 
mommg when I had to cut him. I said to Shm, 
“Yes; Iknowthereis. But I don’t see howyou could 
do anything for that girl” 
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" Try me , out,” miA'; Slim, fpite setiOiKdy. *' I 
might throw scmm of ii^ht bn it.” « 

Anqthm thoo^t ” If I doh't you, 

thou^ exai^y what it wa^ about thu girl, you huow, 
you mi§ht ^ ihe story wrong and think evmyfhiag 
was quite ^ifierent.” 

” 1 surdy might,” agreed Slim. ” So, Julia ? ” 
Wfaetiier one wants to marry him qr not, he remains 
a most persuading kind of creature I I found mys^ 
beginning the b^hming of that story of my dipping 
off to the dandng-class, and of my finding there, all 
alone in the big, empty, golden room, that solitary girl 
in black perched up on the piano. I told him every- 
thing she had said to me ; 1 remembered it accurately, 
because it had made such an impression upon me. 
Slim sat in the other comer of the sofa as I talked, 
nodding ^s cropped fair head, and interrupting only 
twice. 

Once was when he said, ” Excuse me, but how many 
weeks ago was this ? . . . Just wheh was it ? Can 
you fix the date ? Ah, yes. Just after I went up to 
Scotland.” 

The other time was when I repeated to him that 
girl’s remark about men not wanting love; "if 
carried them in too deep ; they only wanted to amuse 
themselves surf bathir^ t " Slim looked up with a 
smite parting his lips (whi^are rather too i^lish and 
curly, Xt^sk) aikl said, ” Ana ! yes. I got that said 
to me micie.” 

” You Imew her quite well, then,” I said in dismay, 
” and 1 neVer knew.” 

” Maybe I didn’t know her as well as I thought X 
cfid,” said ^m, looking down at that snap. " She 
didn’t say anything about * force without direUion * 



tha^t time? No; tbat.was just tiefixm ^’d sampled 

tivIgUC^'*'. ' V 

" ? ” I a^kec^ puszled. 

But Sftbn only aetced me to t^ him agaip about what 
tlw giii had said of the young man to whom she'd got 

" I feel like ‘ Tell UUe tit, yow toi^ite shall be 

I sighed at the end of all this. " I think weSre both 
behaved hmxibly badly about a girl udio trusted me, 
and who never thought you’d ask me atx>ul^ her 
secrets.” 

Slim, who had got up from the sofa, smile d down 
upon me from his miles of extra height, standing with 
a hand at his slender waist. ” We’re not such male> 
factors after all. I haven’t told you her name ; 
there’s more than one Phyllis in London, I guess ? 1 
haven’t said a thing about her. You’ve only told me 
one thii^ I didn’t know.” 

This didn’t seem to me to make thii^ any better. 
Reproachfully I looked up at him. ” And you haven’t 
even told me if she did get engaged to that boy, or if 
she is still engaged.” 

” She is,” said Slim cheerfully. 

Then he said good-bye, after repeating the arrange- 
ment to meet me to-morrow. 

Presently 1 watched him from the window as he 
crossed the street.* And, to tell jmu the honest 
truth, I was just a'^ little surprised at the look of 
him as he went on. The same lilt in his walk, the 
same gay, easy tilt of his head. Full of life and 
spirits, he looked as if no one had eya crossed liim 
in his life. 

Yet he’d just bear turned down by a'giri. 
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It ccndiia^t aaiamt so very mk<^ to hiitt 
aito'all. In a ^ cq^ . ^ 

Very difierec^ irom ine. I shall bave to remanber, 
for the test of my lonely days» the tew woxds <#a than 
to wh(»n I ne^ qpeak again { 



CHAPTER XXXI 
T&£ Day Comhakdesbbd.' 




** Ah. God^ a poor aoul can but thank Thee 
For sum a delectable day 1 ** 

— Kingsley* 

THE BOY^S STORY. 

% ^ 
Seems to me that*some things will just have to be 

given up. as impossible. 

You can't, for instance, take a folding pocket kodak 
and with that expect to get a perfect picture of the 
rainbow in all its glory. Same way you can't expect 
ordinary words to describe the absolute wondeifulness 
of a day like to-day has been. Even to say " like 
to-day " puts it all dead out at once. Because there 
never could have been a day like it I 

Perhaps the best way is definitely to leave out how 
wmiderful it was. (Anybody who's had any sort of 
experience will be able to share in that part for them- 
selves by taking all they've ever felt and multiplying 
it by a million.) I'll simply and boldly put down the 
mere happenings. 

They started by me looking in at the office about a 
quarter to one, to get a book I'd left there and wanted. 
Otherwise I hadn't any business there. Things were 
siadr. Actually I'd no work on until it vras time for 
the signalling lecture, which I was att^iding. My 
turning up at all that morning was a chance — ^if any- 
thing evcw was a chance in this world. ' 

In my old room 1 found Spurway of duty, the man 
who grows prise roses in his garden a little way down 
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the line, «aid 'ivfao aivroys combs up ivith a (^ttoGine 
Testomt or iscuce ruoued bloom lilse that 

in his -bttttonhc^, alsO; Shm Oianthain. Sim was in 
a fearful paddy because he'd be^ sent foi^^y tiie 
superintendent of the hue to lepdrt for some extra 
duty where an c^dal had &llen through ; of course 
this would happen just now, as Slim said, on his day 
off. He was cursing about it to Spurway when I 
opened the door. * 

"With an appointmoit that I have to keep at 
Waterloo in a quarter of an hour %om now 1 The — 
the people will have started from home now. Can't 
stop them. Can't even ring up the house, they aren’t 
on the phone. Gee whizz ! ” Slim was storming. 
" If this isn’t just the luck that I’ve had for the 
last two months." This was where he turned and saw 
me. 

It was after I’d explained what brought me thne 
that the idea struck Slim. 

"Gee,” he exclaimed, gripping me by the arm. 
" If you’ve nothing else on this morning, old horse, 
3«>u might do me the very best turn you’ve ever done 
anybody in your life. You're the very man. See 
here. . . . You’ve met her, haven’t you ? " 

" Met whom ? ” 

" My friend that I'd arranged to meet at Waterloo,” 
gabbled Slim, evidently all hurry to be off. "Miss 
Parry— I introduced you to hei; Sunday night at 
Lou’s fiat." 

Somethu^ all hotly smouldering flamed iiq> in me 
at her name. 

Quite coolly I managed to get out, " Yes, 1 remember, 
of course.” . , ' , 

"Well, see here, it’s her. I’m supposed to be 
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takiiig her ofi m soane iaaolc valk <« something 
into the nonntry. This Imociks rt mi 
Shm aE £n a ru^. '* You e3q>}ahi to hoTi old horse, 
yon tell her Vtn darned sony and all that ; not my 
&.tilt. This Tomfdol sending for me. You tell her, 
get ip, Steve ? ** ■ 

X' stood looking at him for a second. “Go to 
Waterloo instead of you ? ’’ 

“You’ve hit it. Say, I'd do the same for you 
any day," Slim promised me. “ If she— if Mss 
Party isn’t by the booking office she’ll be waiting at 
the Haslemere and Portsmouth train. Give her my 
love and say 1 excuse me. Spurway " — ^here he laughed 
and grabbed the rose (Early-blooming Crimson Gloty) 
out of the other man’s buttonhole, “ give her this 
from me." 

He tossed the rose into my hand and was off out of 
the offiice and rattling down the stairs before I'd even 
said I’d go. 

Was it likely now that I wouldn’t go? Was it 
likely I’d miss the chance of seeing her, even if only 
for a moment, again ? 

Tty and think what it meant to me I 

“ Cheero,” I said to Spurway. Out I dashed, 
blindly, holding that fool rose in my band ; bolting for 
the nearest taxi ; 

“ Waterloo. Drive like the devil," I said, and as I 
sat back in the cab J felt a shaip stab in my finger ; 
rd run the thorn of that rose c^p in. It was only 
thra I realised I had still got hold of it, grabbing it. 
I dropped it — ^then picked it up again and slui% it out 
of the window. 

Take her a r(»e, from another licum? Oh nO' 
thanks. « j | 
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To see her a^aki«/. » % & bit of luck I 

Almost too good ^ 

As it was i was mad afraid I*d be late. $tt|f^sing 
1 was! Taxi seem^. to crawl. Supposiog l didn’t 
catch her in time; supposing shei gave 9kn up and 
went hornet He hadn't left me her hcone address. 
Oh Lord, that would put the tin hat on it. . . .. ^ 

But 1 was in time all right. At the sight of her 
standing there by the booking office, all sweet and neat 
in blue sa:ge with that little purple hat that 1 knew 
framing her rose of a face, I felt it was mote than Td 
hoped for. At last — even if it was only for once — 
I had got the right to go straight up to her in a public 
place, to take off my hat and to greet her. 

If I live to be a thousand I shan’t foiget her little 
quick surprise and smile and flush as she caught sight 
of me. 1 wished 1 could have told her so then and 
th^e all bang in the middle of porters, and “ by your 
leaves" and people. But of course all I could say 
was " Oh t Slim sent me to say he was so awfully sorry 
he couldn’t," and so forth. 

She looked about in a sort of blank little way. I 
fancy she just said : “ Oh, did he ? " " Was he ? ” 
or " Couldn’t he ? ” Those things. 

Too idiotic to think that was all we could say to 
each other on this our one and only chance of saying 
an 3 dhing. at all. Too maddening this crowd, and 
— Oh.l Evetytbing I Why, why couldn't I be aUowed 
to have her all to m}rself j^t for once instead 
of having to her if I could get her a cab or if I 
could see hmr, ii^o a bus, and then lift my hat and say 
good-bye to her for good ? Maddening. Yet this was 
what it wotiid have to be. 

" JJo, by |ove, it ?h?p’t be,” I heard myself say 
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aloud qtiita Tlte ^ kx&ed 

wideuiiig those aoR g^-hlue 'h$r$. . 

added. 

It wSas then^ you know, that I took hc4d, just as 1 
’took hold at the party when 1 in^ed uptm asking 
h«r if she rmdnba^ed me. I fdit the sane as I’d 
done that other time at the station when I’d a^ 
taken on and telephoned and done Lord knows what 
on my own ova* the heads of my seniors. I acted oh 
my own now, fairly swe^ing aside, 1 suf^ose lots of 
thinp that oug^t to have prevent^ my saying'Vhat 
I did. 

” I say ! Slim said he was taking you out into the 
country for a walk ; well, he can’t, hut it’s a lovely 
day, and I wish you’d let me take you instead. Won’t 
you ? Please do.” 

She looked at me, in wonder, I expect. That 
adorable little flush crept up to her eyes. I could see , 
I’d absolutely startled her. 

'* Oh,” she began. 

I made, certain she was going to say she couldn’t, 
but I wasn’t going to take it for an answer. Carry 
her off somehow I would whatever she said. How- 
ever she ended up with the most wonderful little catch 
in her vmce. 

"Oh I How lovely I Yes; thank you very much.” 

I turned to the ticket office. "Where was Slim 
going to take you ? " 

" I — I don’t know,” she said. 

Here I did remember that Slim had babbled some- 
thing about tiie Haddtnere and Portsmouth train. So 
at random 1 said, " Two first to Hasleinmn, please.” 
Didn’t tl^ik of my "piivil^," bhf jktnked <|owil 
two notes, j 
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In ft dteam I docff ogea kae 1 ^. 

Hisx i 1 4 ^y iwith W t 1 nudged 

ni3rsi^ to ^ and it wMle it ^;y} goiag on. 
We'd i caniage to as it was a noid^y tiain, 

not crowded. . We didn't talk mnch there thoo^. 
Just the tort of things that pec^le do keep on saying 
for no earthly reascnr, it setois to me>exc^ to prevent 
the noise of human speech from ever ceasing. Things 
about the country b^inning to look very pretty just 
now. doesn’t it ? And about wondering whether we 
should somi have a change in the weather; it felt 
rather like thunder, and what was the glass doing? 
The farmers'at all events were crying out for rain. . . . 
That sort of thing, you know. With, just once or 
twice, a dash of something that really meant something. 

For instance, when I was letting the window down 
again after we came out of a tunnel, 1 met her eyes, 
^ blinking in the sudden sunshine. . We boto smiled 
* together into e^ other’s eyes. In a second 1 foimd 
myself bending forward and saying to her, "And I 
was afraid you wouldn’t come ! ’’ 

She said, " You knew I'd come ! ’’ 

Then something seemed to take my breath away, 
hers too, for we could neither of us speak. 

Qirite soon after that, though, she pointed out of 
the window at the railway bank sloping steeply up, 
all green and g(dd with grass imd flowers ; and she 
said in a tea-party voice : " Oh look ; cowidips 1 The 
first I’ve seen tlds year." 

" By Jove, yes, so they are," I answered her, just 
as if she weto any girl I'd met sitting there in the 
c(Hiier-seat opporite to me — ^any girl 1 
. The only.'pther I'd sat with in a railway carriage, 
on this very Une;, too^ wes Phyllis Carteret, Th^ I 
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thotigbt I needa't nemem!^ lay. fianc^, at 

aE tOHiia; 7 . Hiis .nms an lliati nead not coimt. 

A day cbmmawleiKed. A day stdten; fate, sort 
of. Not indented for. The one day of my life that, 
by a strobe of luck, f was able to spend alone with the 
One s^l that I’d ever want to be alone witib for ever. 

Slim's girl . . . ? 

This thought suddenly took me by the throat, 
spoiling everything again. Shutting me up. . . you 
Imow I felt the whole time, the weight behind 
me of those other days when I’d seen her, and^those 
nights when I'd thought of her and only her. 
These clamoured to be talked about. These thoughts 
would be with me all day. And how could I speak 
(d them to her ? Mustn’t. Yet how could I keep 
them decently shoved to the back of my noind for 
the rest of the time 1 was with her ? Corildn’t. 

It was going to be an infernal struggle. I felt it 
coming on. Flying in the teeth of 'the wind wasn’tT 
going to be in it. 

She, serious and sweet, said something about how 
lovely the dark copper beech looked in among the 
young green of the other trees, reminded her of some 
place or other in Wales. I began to answer her con- 
ventionally enough about Welsh scenery, but that 
snapped ofi on my lips as I — ^well, I sort of dropped 
for a moment into a kind of air-pocket of not being 
able to stick this,, and I foimd myself rapping out 
instead quite savagely. 

” Slim needn’t grudge my having this one little 
trip with her. He’ll have all the other daya— — ” 

She took me up so sharply it made me jump. 

” Indeed he won’t,” she cried, quite m^grily. ” He 
won’t, indeed, I — 
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She broke ofi as sharply as she'd broken, in. AH 
over her face and her sweet round tliroat she flushed, 
so that I wasn’t able to look at. her any more. I 
stared out of the window, my heart hammering. 
I felt that if 1 said anything just then Fd say every- 
thing which was impossible. Yet I thought I’d have 
to die if I didn’t find out what the little girl meant by 
her last sratence. 

Presently I got it out, so suddenly, that I’m afraid 
I made her jump in turn. 

“ WbAt <Ud you mean by what you said just now ? ” 

Funny how I only called her “ you,” I felt I just 
wouldn’t ever say ” Miss Parry ” to her, even if I 
mustn’t use any other name. Only my heart was full 
of " Dearests ” and " Darlings,” struggling to be 
whispered to her. 

She didn’t answer my question, for just here was 
, where we got into the station. It was she who had to 
remind me. ” Isn’t this where we get out ? Look, 
this is Haslemcre.” 

For some time after we got out we didn’t talk 
about anything — I mean of That in the background, 
though it was gathering, gathering like clouds, that 
must presently burst into storm and flame. 

I just said to the little girl, " Hadn’t we better try 
and raise some lunch at the pub here ? Aren’t you 
hungry ? ” 

*' Staring," she said. 

We both laughed. That did seem to push back, for 
a time, those other things. Made everything more 
normal. We’d lunch. Cold meat, rhubarb, cheese, 
.cider. Tea fcnr her. 

r Then we started off for a walk. We got to the back 
of the little town, teft the houses b^nd us. I don’t 
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know mm where we got to. There w^e green lanes 
with May-bushes and lilac stuff, and we pa^ed crowds 
of Canadian soldiers from Bram^ott Can^. We 
tinned off the road and got into a field somewhere. 

Forgetting that what we came out for was a long 
tramp, we sat down under the hedge. 1 can't tell 
you how sweet and " right ” she looked in the open 
and all among the buttercups. ... To think that 
but for a chance she'd have been out here with Slim I 
To think 1 might never have seen her except in town 
amongst crowds ! * 

It will rain before we get back, I am sure it will,” 
she said, raising her face to the sky. ” At home, on a 
day like this, the mountains would look so near that 
you’d feel you could touch them from the window. 
Then, in one minute, down would come the rain and 
blot ever}dhing out. I do feel thunder quite near 
now, don't you ? ” 

I heard myself say quite roughly. " Yes ! I do.” 
Not meaning the ordinary thunder at all. Meaning 
the storm inside m3rself that had been gathering 
steadily since I set eyes on her at Waterloo. It was 
getting too strong for me now. How was I expected 
to sit there and look at her little face against the 
sky and leaves ? How was I expected to talk to her 
about weather ? It broke out of me. ” Look here. 
What did you mean in the train ? ” 

She turned her face to me but not her eyes. 
That little catch ^as back in her voice. ” Wh — 
which ? ” 

“When I said Slim needn’t grudge me this one 
day. (You know). When I said he’d have all the 
other ^ys, and you said, ’ Indeed he won’t t ’ What 
did you mean by that ? ” 
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^’d bem picking a little bunch of buttercups 
and white earthnut, and she put it togeth^ ten difEer- 
ent ways as we talked. She said, widi h^ eyes on 
the flowers, " 1 meant just udiat I said. He won’t, 
wh — ^why ^ould he ? ” 

To tl^ 1 meant to answer gradually, getting 
by d^rees at her point of view. Because, after all, 
what she’d just said didn’t tell me definitely whether 
she was going to marry the fellow or not. Funny 
how words got caught away from my lips and my own 
thoughts insisted on being spoken instead. 

I broke out, “ Are you going to marry the fellow or 
not ? ” 

She gasped. “ Slim Grantham ? ” 

" Slim, of course.” 

*' Slim ? Marry him ? No 1 ” she said, shaking her 
head quite violently in the little purple hat. “ Never. 
Of course not.” 

” Honour ? ” 

" Of course I'm not going to ! ” 

She was flushed deep rose now, but her eyes looked 
straight into my face, and I felt ton-loads of anxiety 
and misery roll ofi my chest. It was as if a blessed 
lark began singing inside me the words, ” Of course 
she’s not going to marry Slim I Of course not / ” 

I said, loudly and quite reverently, *' Thank God.” 

Don't know what I should have said next. 

It was at that moment that t^e clouds broke and 
the storm was down upon us. Meaning this time, 
not the storm inade me, but the thunderstorm that 
must have been coming up at a fearful lick during those 
last few minutes, when I'd been too absorbed to notice 
what was goii^ <m in the mere world. 

Suddenly ccdd, came the wind through that hedge. 
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UmiKter mujttered and rang first here and then there 
like guns fcUouing the fli^t of a plane ; ^tben, down 
lashed that rain hpcm us. 

Up I jumped and caught the little girl’s hands to 
help her to her feet. 

“ Look here, we’ll go to the nearest place to ^elto:/' 
I said. *' You'll be wet through I " 

1 think she said something about wet never hurting 
her and not mattering — her voice was lost in the 
hissing rain. Wet through, indeed I She W£is 1|iat in 
two minutes as we ran towards the lane, 1 holding her 
by the hand. 

"Good Lord, you’re soaked to the skin," I said, 
blinking the drops away to look at her; her little 
jacket was like a coat of wet paint upon her shoulders 
and her serge skirt clung and flapped. " IxK>k here, 
we’ll make for the nearest house to dry in. There’s 
one behind those trees in the field th^e ; I see chim- 
neys and white windows. Come on I Just across 
this field here. There’s a gate. Can you climb it ? ’’ 

She climbed to the top of that gate and 1 cailght 
her, just a little wet bundle of serge and silk, as she 
dropped to the ground. Then we ran, still under that 
downpour ; we ran up a streaming path betwe^ two 
ponds, all gleaming white and whistling under rain. 
... I suppose 1 ought to have recognised those 
ponds bordered by.rhodos and bamboos, and the little 
dinghy. Well, in t^at rush I didn’t. I didn’t seem 
to take in that I’d ever seen before the odd bungalow 
house with its white balcony and long windows open- 
ing on to a wide veranda I AU I thought of at the 
moment was somewhere where the little girl could 
get in and take off those dripping things ^mre riie 
got cold * . . 1 dashed with her on to the veranda. 
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Tbne were umpteen white pillars with climbing roses, 
but I couldn’t spot any door into this place, nothing 
but windows. 

I rapped at one of them. I hollered out, *' Anybody 
there, please ? ” 

The weirdest little figure ran up from inside and 
pressed against the panes a face painted all over with 
patterns of blue and scarlet. It wore a head-dress of 
bright-coloured feathers and a miniature Red Indian’s 
suit, with moccassins. At the sight of us dripping 
there on the veranda-tiles, this apparition stared a 
second and scooted back again, calling shrilly, 
*’ Mams I Open the window I Quick, it’s a surprise I ” 

The surprise, I can tell you, was for me. 

For directly that window was unfastened and 
thrown open by a very tall woman in land kit and a 
battered white felt hat. She gave a glance as quick 
as a bird’s from the little girl to me ; then a quick 
little smile. 

" Hullo ! Come in at once.” She held the window 
open, still looking at me. ” You, is it ? It would 
be,” she laughed. ” Do come in. Jack.” 

I’d recognised her just as she said, ” Hullo.” 
Phyllis’s eldest married sister. The Blurter 1 



CHAPTER XXXH 
Words and Music 

** My love is like a melody 
That’s sweetly played in tune/* 

THE BOY*S STORY 

Awruut decent she was to us. 

In one, she’d packed me in to her husband’s room, 
and^had thrown dry clothes and a khaki tunic, and a 
hot peg, and a comb and bath towels at me ; and 
had sent her kids staggering down into the kitchen 
under all our wet things, to stick in front of the range 
— all before you could say knife. With the other 
hand, so to speak, she swept off the little girl (whom 
I’d hastily introduced as a friend of my friend, Mr. 
Grantham) and attended to her. 

I changed and went down into the long low-roofed 
drawing-room where I'd sat before and talked to 
Phyllis’s sister. The place was all dim and green 
like an aquarium because of the trees presang up 
near the windows, and it was full of the scent of 
azaleas in bowls on the book-shelves, mixed up with 
the smell of the wood fire that had fust been lighted, 
and the other sm^^ of green bushes under the rain 
outside. Down I sa^ in a big chair near the red-tiled 
hearth and talked to the two kids — one in his Red 
Indian kit, the other in a grown-up’s swimming 
costume draped about him — ^who were squatting cm 
the hearthrug. 

The Red Indian said to me, " I knew it was you 
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when 1 saw you coming iq> through the rhody-denyons. 

I knew it was the flying man 

" D'you remember doing the parachute with us oS the 
haycock?” piped upthesmallerkid. “D’youremember?” 

1 remembered sconetbing else, too, as I was talking 
to them. I remembered that rum sort of presentiment 
that I’d had when flrst I set foot inside this place all 
those Sundays ago. Hadn’t I thought. " I’m going to , 
be happy in this place some time. Live one of the red~ 
letter days here" 

A red-letter day all right i All these hours — ^with 
her. knowing that she wasn’t Slim’s girl at all I 
Having heard her say so ! 

Fact remained, of course, that I wasn’t free myself. 

1 was engaged to be married almost at once to the 
sister of the woman by whose fireside I was sitting at 
that moment. 

But — steady on, though. Marry Phyllis Carteret ? 
No, not if I were fated never to marry anybody else 
in this world. Phyllis ? Not with all this other 
seething in my heart. ySo this was what they meant 
by passionate love). No’; with me so suddenly woken 
up to what ever 3 rihing did mean. 

I’d met my sweetheart, whether or no I was to 
have her. 

As for the other : a beasdy wrench was ahead of me. 
Ghastly explanation with Phyllis, with her mother 
(ah, that would hurt !), with Mr. Carteret. Had to be. 
Couldn’t be helped. * 

And after that .' . . ? I albiost shivered, clenching 
my nails into my palms withieeling too deeply what 
might come after my way iiad been cleared. Try 
my luck with my own girl ? ... Not yet, of course. 
Some time hence. . . . 
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One thing, of oouise, I was quite finn e^ut with 
myself. I wasn’t going to start making love to her 
until I could do so with an absolutely clear sheet. 
Until it was all off with Phyllis I wouldn’t say a word 
to Her. 

The drawing-room door clicked— one of the numy 
funny thii^ about that house was that every one 
of the umpty-two doors had a latch hke a farm gate 
instead of a knob— and our hostess brought my little 
girt in. 

She — the little girl — ^was wearing a borrowea pink 
velvet tea-gown affair that could have gone twice 
round her and have covered a settee as well ; the 
folds of it trailed behind her on the, floor and drooped 
down from her white neck and hung over her fingers 
and made her look like some syeet little mediaeval 
lady ; she and our hostess were laughing over it as 
they came in. 

’’You can’t talk of the deadl;^ monotony of modem 
dress after the variety of costume to be seen in this 
house,” said Phyllis’s sister, goftig down on her breeched 
and booted knees to stir thff' fire. The Indiaui Chief 
being in her way, she shoved him off the rug 
with her land-boot as if he’d been a puppy. Kid 
only beamed amusedly all over his scarlet-and-blue 
patterned face and trotted off as his mother ordered 
him, to hurry up the tea. I 

We had tea. Don’t a^ me what anybody talked 
about. Our hostess did Aost of it. 

Not a bit surprised dp she seem to see me sit ting 
there again, not only njt with my fianc^ at all, but 
with another girl altog^her. 

T<x>k it as a matter ji course. Then I remembered 

how last time she had told me to cmne again, even if 
‘ i 
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1 (fidn't come with ^yBis. Without meaning to, I‘d 
c^auily tak^ her at her word. But what h^ made 
her think of it ? 

Presently the Blurter got up and said, “ The rain’s 
stopped ; look here, I shall have to leave you 
and catch the gardener before he goes. Excuse me 
fmr a few minutes, won’t you ? . . . Cigarettes on the 
mantelfuece. And do play the piano and all that, 
won't you ? " — ^this to that little girl in the rose- 
coloured robe. Then she strode out at the window, 
the two kids pattering at her heels. 

I got up and went to the piano at the other end of 
the room, thinking of the last time I’d heard the 
piano played at Mrs. Lou’s flat. Quick as lightning 
another thought came to me. 

I gave the piano-stool a twirl or so, and glanced 
over at the girl. 

“ That's about your height. Please, you’re going 
to sing that Welsh song you sang the other night 
at the flat. I wanted you to sing it all over again 
as soon as you finished. You’ll sing it again for me 
now.” 

She looked towards me. Then she got up. But 
she said, " I won’t sing it, you know. Not that song. 
1 don’t think I’m ever going to sing . . . that song 
again.” 

Funny how I couldn’t ask her why. 

'* Sing anothor song, then,” I said. 

She took the jnano-stool ; w£ted a moment. I’d 
forgotten I was standing about an inch ofi it and that 
nobody can sing with another person in their pocket. 

So I st^rped back and sat down on the arm of the 
easy chair behind her. 

Then she brought her little hands down on the keys. 
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She gathered to ha: chords that reminded one at 
once the harp for which they were composed. AS 
Wdsh aurs have got that in common 1 suppose. Then 
she planed away into another of those wistful old 
tunes. Her voice was not as clear as it had been the 
other night, but sweet as the raindrops on the roses 
outside, sweeter for the tiny hesitation as she sang : 

** Farewell to thee, Wales: farewdl to thy Mountains, 

Thy Uf earns that are crystal, thy woods that are 

Something like that the words went, for 1 looked 
’em up afterwards. This time, as she sang, I was 
not swept all those miles away to my island of palm 
trees and sparkling sands. This time I jolly well 
knew where I was — ^face to face with a lot of hard 
facts. 

For this morning I’d got up never dreaming I’d set 
eyes on this girl again, except, perhaps, as Mrs. Slim 
Grantham. I’d been thrown into her company for 
the best part of a day, and she’d just taken my breath 
away by letting me know ^e wasn’t going to be Mrs. 
Slim, at all, ever. And she’d meant that. I’d felt 
it in every tone of the voice that woke me, woke me 
now to the absolute foundations of me. 

As ^e sang, I was so " awake ” all over me that 
I seemed extra-conscious of everything about me. 
The dimly-green, dower-scented room ; the glimpse 
through the French* windows of glimmering pools, 
and a sud^n gleam of sunshine after storm, falling 
bright as a shaft of jewels aslant the rhodos in bloom 
and the lemon-yellow azalea. The peace and fre^- 
ness*(^ the place I felt, threaded by hm* music as she 
sang tome, musing. 
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If she wasn’t gwag to be Mrs. Slim and I certainly 
wasn’t going to be " Mr. Phyllis ”... No, I'd break 
ofi to-morrow. The way must be clear to my own 
girl. 

Keenest of all I felt the utter sweetness of Her, 
sitting there singing to me ag^n. My girll My 
own sweetheart that I’d seen and that I'd known 
for mine all those ages ago! Sweet and adorable. 
I would have been in love with her now if I'd met her 
to-day for the first time ; but how much sweeter and 
more adorable because of all those blank days when 
I gave up hope of seeing her for ever! . . . Once 
in fever after my woimd I'd felt that every nerve in 
me was open, throbbing to the pain of my head. 
Now I felt that every nerve had been laid bare again 
and was again throbbing, but to the delight in my 
heart. Every line of her shapely little body, flowed 
over by the rosy folds of that dress, seemed to draw 
itself upon me. Every goldeny thread of her hair 
seemed to curl itself out and towards me, to weave 
itsdf around me, fetching me to her, fetching me. 

I can't try to explain this. How would a needle 
start describing what it feels like to be well within 
the radius of the magnet ? I suppose everybody does 
use that illustration. That’s because it’s the only 
one. 

You know the prompt, fated little jump that needle 
gives when it up and flies to the currrat ? 

That was me. " D'you get me, Steve ? ” 

What did I do about it ? This : 

Before I knew I was going to move, 1 was on my 
feet again. One stride across the floor and I was up 
to her. I bent over and did what I’d felt at ’that 
party I’d give my eyes to do then and there. As she 
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bn^ o5 OB a note, 1 kissed the soft , white nape ol 
her nedc just under her hair. 1 Idssed her again on 
the lovely little bit of shoulder below. 

1 couldn’t help it. . . . 

No excuse. . . . 

I just couldn't help it. . . . 

Then without a pause I drew her up and into my 
arms and held her tight and kissed her close on the 
mouth. Hoarsely I said to her, "My little Ladyl 
Mine. All mine. Aren’t you ? ’’ ^ 

I held her, soft and warm and fluttering. I wanted 
to crush her all up, but I just held her, knowing enough 
to know that 1 must never let this wonder go whatever 
else happened. Her little face was all dazed. Her 
eyes, as if she'd been woken up by a raid. Not a 
word out of her. 1 held her, held her even when she 
tried to move. 

'* No. Ah, you can’t go,” I muttered, feeling 
I’d die if ever she did. " Never leave me after 
this ,* never ! ” 

It was then she pressed her face into my shoulder. 

I heard her gasp, " Oh ” I’ni almost sure I 

heard as well a softly-breathed " darling ! ” 

As I told you, one can’t snapshot the rainbow. 
Useless to try and give you what I felt, hearing this 
from her. Best I could get out in reply was an 
idiotic grufi, " Darling yourself I ” 

Then, as I stood' there with her clasped against the 
buttons of my bonbwed tunic, I started to pour it 
all out. 

" Funny how I alwajrs knew — ^knew you were the 
one. AU in that letter I wrote you. Yes, I did write 
once. Ages ago, . . . Burnt the letter. 1 did tell 
you how I cared. Had to speak to you|; just had to. 
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Uiutorsi^ui now, don’t you ? ” Her little fingers 
tightened on my arm as I ^d it. “ I say. you did 
understand the other night. I'd have given any- 
thing! . . . You belong to me. You see? You 
knew too. I did . , . first time I saw you in the 
street. You! Nobody but you, eve r- — - ” 

Here ^e drew herseif away a bit. I heard her say, 
huskily, something about ” another^girl, thoi^h— — " 

'* No other girl on earth ! None I’ve wanted. Only 
been engaged to one,” I answered, a bit oddly, perhaps. 
” Can you understand ? Engaged. That’s nothing 
If you only knew, darling, darliirg ! This is every- 
thing,” I told her, passionately wanting her to get the 
truth well into her head. " You’re my girl. You 
can’t get out of it. You’re my only sweetheart——” 

It was just here and now, of all times and places 
that a voice broke in. It came from behind us. 

” Jack.” 

There stood the Blurtor, tall and composed in her 
land kit. 

Phyllis’s sister. . . . 

Lmd I 

I knew she must have seen, even as our arms dropped. 
She must have heard. 

This lunatic house I Whoever built it could never 
have thought of making love to anybody in his life. 
All doms and windows. Walls the thickness of your 
finger-nail, and every word carrying. 

She’d heard, of course. 

- “ JajA,” ^e said quietly, as I faced her like a fool, 
” can you spare me a moment ? I’d like to tell you 
something.” 

Lord, yes. Now for the telling off. . . . Strafe for 
Phyllis’s fianc£. What she thought of me. 
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. . . Cau^ out like this I Well, I descarved it. 
After my resolution not to say a \n»rd until my en- 
gagement to Phyllis was all ofi. . . . Fool I’d been<l 
Couldn’t help it; do it again. Still, with my littlh 
lady here, this was gmng to be the deuce and all 

But in a second Phyllis's sister reassured me. 

*' No, no, no,” ^e said very quickly in answer to 
the look on my I suppose. " It’s all right. I 
want to tell you, too ’’—this to my horror-stricken little 
lady. She took her by the arm. "Come ai^ sit 
down here.” 

She led us to the ^esterfield in front of the fire 
and sat down between us. 

"Now,” she began, "nobody in my family ever 
said anything about this to you. Jack. They wanted 
it to die a natural death. They meant well. Half 
the misery in the world may be put down to these 
kind hearts who mean well,” declared the Blurter, 
with her head well up. " I don’t pretend to be kind- 
hearted, but I am about the only sincere woman I 
know. I don’t mean 1 don’t tell lies, after all one's 
living in this world at the moment. But I do keep, 
in my own mind, line distinct hdween ' what is ’ 
and ’ what is supposed to be’ That’s why I feel the 
best plan is to tell you what they all implored me not 
to breathe to any living soul.” 

Still feeling more than sheepish, I asked, " What’s 
that ? ” 



CHAPTER XXXIII 
Startlers 

*' Not ev’n the tenderest heart, and nearest our own 
Knows half the reasons why wc smile and sigh/* 

’^KelOe. 

THE BOVS STORY 
She didn't answer at once. 

She sat forward, took up the poker and turned a 
little log from its mossy side to the pink glowing side ; 
she watched the flames spring up. Then she sat back 
again, turned to me as I sat, tongue-tied and awkward, 
beside her, and asked, " Do you remember the last 
time you came down here to this house. Jack ? " 

" Remember ? Rather ! ” And I thought I knew 
what our hostess would say next. I thought ^e’d 
remind me of how she’d said to me, cill those Sundays 
ago, “ Come again / . . . Even if you aren’t with Phil, 
come here again / ” I'd come, as I’d already reminded 
myself, not only not with Phyllis, but bringing a 
totally difierent girl. Of course I was still supposed 
to be engaged to Phyllis. Was the Blurter going to 
start in and talk about this ? ' 

But no. Her next remark was, " Do you remember 
how I asked about another man ? A friend of 3murs ? " 
By Jove, yes. I did rememBer how I thought it 
odd at the time her asking me at once, “ And how is 
Mr. Grantham?” 

I said now, " Yes, of course I remember.” With a 
quick little dig of her heel into the hearthrug in front 
of her, the Blurter burst out softly, but in the most 
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vidoudy angry voice I’d ever heard from a woman's 
lips, “I can’t tell yon how 1 hate that frioid of 
3 roursl ” 

” What, old Slim I ” I exclaimed— then felt an 
idiot for saying the name before my little lady, who 
had opened her eyes wide. This was going to be 
awkw^. Why had the filurter dragged Slim in ? 

" Oh I I — he is a friend of mine,” I said clumsily. 
'* I'm sOTry you don’t like him, but—” 

*' Is cme exp^ted to like the man,” she a^e^ stiU 
softly but furiously, "who jilted one’s pet sister? 
Poor Phyllis adored the creature." 

Here was a thunderbolt. 

Slim ? Jilt Phyllis ? Phyllis ? Adore Slim ? 
Hadn’t she told me herself — ^hot only that she couldn't 
stand him, but that he’d ” died ” on her, that she was 
sick of the sight of him ? 

So I broke in, "Ah, that's a mistake. You’re 
wrong, really. You’re quite wrong. I ought to know 
if anybody does. Phyllis can’t stand Slim Grantham.” 

Phyllis's sister demanded, ” Did she tdl you so ? ” 

'* Yes. A dozen times.” 

”Ahl If she’d told you once and then shut up 
about it, there might have been some truth in it. My 
dear young man, never believe anything a girl tells 
you a dozen times.” 

” Perhaps. . . . But if you happen to be ^igaged 
to the girl ” 

" Pooh I ” said the Blurter coolly. " I’ve been 
engaged myself, more than once. 1 told you I wasn’t 
a truthful person, only sincere. Hxyllis has lied to 
you and lied to you. She’d reasons.” 

” What reasons ? ” 

” Weil I One ol than was her attack of influenza 
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last ivtfiter. At l^t we called it lafluenu. We let 
Phyllis thinfe it had been influenza ; new kind. But 
I tell you it was much more like brain-fever. And 
Mr. Grantham’s fai^t ; all his fault." 

Rather bewildered, I muttered, " But anybody can 
have brain-fever I " 

" I dare say they can, for all that young man cares. 
Scalps for him 1 ” said she, vidous again. " That's 
his kind. Now listen, and I’ll tell you about him.’’ 

But I interrupted her quickly — and it was my little 
lady, sitting there sweet and seriously attentive and 
surprised, that I was thinking about. 

" 1 say, please wait one minute,” I interrupted this 
Blurter before she could blurt out anything further. 
** I*ve got to stick up for Slim because he’s a pal of 
mine ; and Miss Parry knows him too, you know.” 

" Does she ? ’’ put in the Blurter with her quick 
look at my little lady. " Apparently Miss Parry was 
immune, though. . . . I’m not going to pretend I 
don’t know about you two,” she suddenly flashed out 
at us. " Of course I saw.” Then, like a challenge, 
" You are pla3dng straight, aren’t you ? ” 

I suppose she saw her answer in our faces, for she 
went right on *. 

" Then, of course, it mearrs that you and Phil will 
break it off to-night ? ” 

" Yes." 

"Splendid,” from the Blurter. "But even that 
doesn’t mean that Mr. Grantham comes in any^ 
where— 

I looked at her; I urged, " When I tell you that 
Phyllis doesn’t even like him— wouldn’t have him as 
a gif t” — " 

She put up her hand. " Wait. I didn’t finish the 

T 
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influenza story. Let’s have that first. This feverl^ 
attack why she had ail her beautiful long hair 
cropped, you know. High fever for two nights she 
had, when she didn’t know any of us. Not mother 
and father ; not the twim ; not me. There she lay, 
tossing from one side of her bed to the other, talking, 
talking. And all about what ? SUm this t Slim 
that I Calling for Slim . . . crying for him. . . 

1 listened in blank amazement. Phyllis, that 
flippant modem Londoner, the t}^ of whom my 
doctor-man had said that they had no hearts, only 
feet. Phyllis crying for a man 1 

” Slim never knew about that. That I’ll swear," 
I b^an. 

Our hostess cleared her throat and went on angrily. 
'* It was pitiful I I couldn't let mother sit with her. 
She was too upset after one evening when Phil was 
raving about ' the funny UtUe reasons why one goes 
mad about Slim.’ and the way he’d stroke her gloves 
down after he’d put them on for her." 

" Ah 1 " I said suddenly. " Was that it ? ’’ For 
I’d remembered an odd little thing that had always 
puzzled me. That time in the train with Phyllis when 
she’d flamed out at me because I’d smoothed her glove. 
. . . For no reason, I’d thought. I saw it now. 
Nobody was to be allowed to do what Slim had done. 
Was that it ? 

The Blurter went on : " Every pretty thing Slim had 
ever said to her I had all night. Now, tell me what a 
* thundering fine chap ’ he is. Jack. No, let me fini^ 
first. Of com^e when she got well she imagined 
nobody had suspected anything beyond one of her 
usual nonchalant breezy flirtatimis. And of course 
idte did exactly what I expected that girl to do. ^te 
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plunged into an engagment witli the first who 
asked her. That happened to be you. Dead-sea 
apples for both of you. All her thoughts with the 
other. She imagined marriage would bury that. I 
knew it wouldn’t. Never coild. Never does) When 
she brought you down here I saw how it was turning 
out. You’d begun to bore eadi other to tearless 
racking sobs even then I ” 

Funny how grateful 1 felt to the Blurter for putting 
this into so many words for me while my little lady 
listened. But our hostess’s thoughts were now tearing 
Slim to ribbons again. 

“ All play to him, a girl’s heart broken and her life 
messed up by belonging to the wrong man,” she said. 
" But you still think him * a thundering fine chap/ 
don’t you ? ” 

" I think one thing. Slim never knew she thov^^ht 
of him that way,” 1 repeated. ” Certain of that.” 

" Well, 1 don’t know or care what his side of it was. 
I only know how much he saw of my sister for a time. 
He was always at our house, taking her out. He made 
love to her — oh, up to a certain point. (Men think 
nothing coimts as jilting but after an actual proposal.) 
Then he — ^rode away. He’d played with coimters. 
Much he cared whether she’d staked gold and lost I ” 

Her bitterness took the wind out of my sails a bit. 
But I couldn’t see old Slim as this villain of the piece. 
His image came up before me now, towering slenderly 
above the other fellows, fair head tilted, naughty smile 
in the eyes, air of gaiety and good-humour. Slim 
was all right. Always decent. Now that I knew he’d 
no shadow of chance with my own little girl, I’d no 
more wish for bombs to drop on him. He’d always 
b^ tpppsg to me. 
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You’re hard on him," I said to Ehyllis’s ^ter as 
she set her mouth harder still " Slim is ” 

“ Oh, a delightful character," she scoffed. " The 
* chase>not’the-quarry ' type of hunter ; the t}^ that 
never pays. That’s left to poor Phil and her kind." 

I said, " I don’t think he’s just that and nothing 
dse. Slim.’s much too kmd-hearted at bottom. £r-— 
don’t you think he is ? " 

I appealed to my little girl. (Funny and grotesque 
as it seems, I couldn’t for the life of me at that moment 
remember her Christian name. After all, I hadn’t 
often heard it. I’d never used it. All the time I’d 
known her I’d only called her " My little lady " mid 
" Darling ! ") 

Our hostess turned to her too. Quite abruptly and 
suddenly she asked ; " Have you known him long ? 
Are you, by any chance, the girl in yellow ? ’’ 

" Yellow ? ’’ my little lady repeated. " But I never 
wear it ! ’’ 

" Ah, then it wasn’t you. No doubt Mr. Grantham 
' has had a dozen attractions dressed in every colour of 
the rainbow since that one. But it seems to have been 
a girl in a yellow frock who attracted him away from 
Phyllis. She raved about that girl too. Engaged to 
a man in Shanghai, 1 believe," said our hostess, 
adding with a kind of blank smile on^ior face, " £n* 
gagements seem jto allow for so many things 
nowadays ! ’’ 

I knew what she wast getting at, but whereas I didn't 
care a button, I believe my little lady minded a wee 
bit. She, my sweetheart, was free. But 1 wasn’t 
officially, tmtil I’d seen Phyllis and asked for my 
freedom. O&eially we’d brokem botmds. Bui. I 
wasn't going to put up with any ragging about it with 
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ny darling there. I sat up straight and turned the 
conversation right back. 

" Look here,” I said firmly to our hostess. ” About 
Slim. You’ve had your say about the vray he behaved 
to your rister and that. Will you let me put in a 
word for him now ? " 

” Will you promise not to say that he’s a thundering 
fine chap ? ” 

“ Right. But I must say this. You are wrong 
about his not paying. You are wrong about his not 
feeling, taking everjrthing as play. He isn’t like that 
any more now. He does feel things. He — ^I'U tell 
you what he told me about only the other night when 
he came to my rooms.” And I went on, d^cribing 
that time when Slim came round to my place with the 
blue hump on him and had yarned away for hours 
about the man who is at first so popular with women, 
until they find him out as a philanderer. Fed to the 
teeth. Slim was, that night about the way things had 
gone with him lately ; ready to chuck this chasing and 
steady down. 

I told the Blurter all this, I didn’t repeat, of course 
what he'd said about going to marry a quiet, little, 
Welsh girl who was so different from the others. 
(He'd want that forgotten, I knew). That I gave a 
miss, but nothing dse. . . . 

The Blurter listened, silent as anything, to every 
word I said. 

I told her how Slim had comp^ned that his number 
was up, and that in spite of all his ” flames ” who’d 
taken these violent fancies to him, there was not a 
^rl among ’em on whom he could count for sympathy, 
or who could give him a particle of honest, genuine 
affection. 
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I stoj^yed there. 

The Blurter who had been taking in every syllable 
o{ this last, looked me straight in the eyes, asking. 
He actually said all that ? ” 

" All of it,” I assured her. " And I'm sure of one 
thing. He never knew Phyllis had cared for him, 
like you’ve just said. I’m certain of that. He’d put 
it down as flirtation, Phyllis’s amusing ways of talkii^, 

or something ; well, you know Phyllis " 

” Yes. You don’t,” said Phyllis’s sister, very 
thoughtfully, staring at the fire. ” If Slim Grantham 
knew that Phyllis was eating her heart out for him, 
do you suppose it would make a difference to 
him?” 

This struck me. ” It must.” I said. ” Oh, I think 
it would.” 

She looked at me half doubtfully, ” I wonder if you’d 
know. Supposing Slim knew the truth ! You think 
that — ^if you weren’t engaged to her, as you won’t be 
to*night. I take it — Slim Grantham would be glad ? ” 
It was here, for the first time since we'd been sitting 
in front of that fire that my little lady volimteered 
a remark on her own. " Slim would be glad.” she 
said ^yly, tinning her pretty head. ” I know he 
would be glad.” 

Funny how these half dozen words from some one 
of her own sex seemed to impress our hostess more 
than if I’d talked my head off. Quite eagerly now 
she asked, ” You think so ? ” 

” Yes. I’m quite sure,” said my little ^1 simply. 
*’ This — this is what I think. What Slim wants now 
more than an 3 ^hing, is for some girl to love him 
like 

She gave the tiniest glance towards my aymer of 
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tbe sofa and ended. ** some girl to love him better than 
anyone in the whole world ; to love only him.” 

Oiir hostess sprang suddenly to her feet and drew a 
long breath, looking down at us. 

” Well, much as I hate him for what he did,” she 
cried, ” 1 would like him to have his chance of that. 
For Phil’s sake. Poor child I It’s a perverted taste. 
Ibut that’s what she felt for him ; feels for him still. 
What does it matter if he isn’t worth it ? What man 
is worth it ? You smile. Miss Parry ; you girls in 
love are all alike ? The only difference is that some 
are happy and some aren’t. Phil ought to be happy. 
She must I . . . When did he see her last. Jack ? ” 

" I don’t know. Not — ^no. not since she was 
engaged.” 

“ Sure of that ? ” 

" Quite.” 

” He hasn’t been near the house, I suppose ? ” 

” No, never,” I said. *' You see, I thought she 
wouldn’t want him-——” 

” Did you. If only — ^but of course she’s not even 
free yet. Now you will break it off directly. Jack, 
won’t you ? ” urged my sistw-in-law-never-to-be. ” Of 
course you will. It’s unthinkable to you too. I can 
see that. You will see her to-night. As soon as 3rou 
get back? . * . But supposing by any chance she 
isn’t there . . . Look here ! Can’t you ring her up 
from here and make sure of her ? Tell her you must 
see her because you’ve got something important to 
speak to her about. That’s the best plan. Telephone. 
Telephone now 1 ” 

I was in quite as much of a hurry to settle this 
as PhyUis’s sister could wish. Off 1 went to the 
telephone,^ «Quite promptly I was put through. 
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Thm cam* the startle*. 

" Hullo;** I called. *‘ is that Mr. Carteret's house ? ** 
A voice that I knew as well as I knew my own 
called back. *‘Yes . . . Hel-lol That y<m, old 
horse ? ** 

Slim*s voice from that house i 



COPTER XXXIV 

The Birthday 

My heart, my heart is like a rainbow shell 
That swims upon a halcyon sea I 
Because the mrthday oi my life has come." 

— CkHsHna SasseM. 

THE BOY’S STORY 

Well ! Of my journey back to town with the little 
girl I can’t tell you anything, except that it was just 
a golden dream. 

Seemed to make no difEerence that I’d got to see 
Phyllis Carteret at the end of it all, and that there, 
was the deuce of an explanation to come at 99 , where 
Td said, by telephone, that I should turn up as soon 
as possible. That could wait. Made no diSeience, 
either, that we couldn’t get a carriage to ourselves, 
but had to pack in with four Canadian officers from 
Bramshott on each side and two standing up. For, 
every now and again, I caught her sweet eyes and held 
them for just a moment. That was enough. The 
dream brooded over us. . . . 

But no sooner had the train come to a stop at 

Waterloo platform than 

Now I’ve come to it I’m hanged if 1 know how to 
tell about the rest of that time. 

Here goes for a start, though. • 

It was a packed train, as 1 say ; crowds getting out 
on to the platfoim. Our carriage was half-way down 
the train. Fuimy how, even from that distance, I 
found my eyes turning at once to the barrier where 
they collect tickets and to the bunch of people waiting 
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to nuet, thdr friends. It wasn't as if we expected 
anybcKiy we knew. 

But lo and behold 1 Over the heads ol everybody 
else there I did catch sight of a wdl-known face. A 
fair, jester-like sort of face, rather pale, but fairly 
beaming with sheer joy and devilry. Eyes darting 
this wray and that on the look-out for somebody. 
Just over his shoulder showed a cheeky hat and 
another pair of eyes, girl's eyes, also on the look-out. 

At once I spotted them. Phyllis Carteret and 
Charles Wolfe— otherwise " Slim ” Grantham. To- 
gether / 

As SUm caught sight of us, out shot that long arm 
of his as if it was going to haul the pair of us straight 
through the gates. Before we got near, I heard his 
hail. 

“ Hi I Jack t Julia ! " he shouted past the ticket- 
collector's ear. " Get a wiggle on ! Taxi's waiting. 
Regular bodyguard o' boys round in case somebody 
pinched it. I know what taxi-thieves they are at this 
station " 

Everybody within hearing laughed. 

" Hallo I ” I began, aU at sea as I came up. But 
already Slim had had the audacity to grab my little 
lady by the aim, and I was left to follow when I'd 
given up the tickets. 

This, mind you— don't forget it! — ^was the Slim 
Grantham I’d been picturing, two hours ago, as a sort 
of broken-down pemtent, ready to spend the rest of 
his days in sackcloth and ariies. Fed up with life, 
gloomy, conscience-stricken. I’d been sticking up for 
him, saying how he’d altered. Does anybody ever 
alter? . . . 

It was half-way through the luggage-hall that I 
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esnght up with ihe othen. My precious peoiteat was 
making all tiie running. During the short passage 
from the barrier to the luggage-hall he’d managed to 
get the girls one on each arm and to be yapping to 
both of them at once. I came up in time to see them 
both lean forward across him at the same moment and 
to hear them both gasp out together, “ Then it was 
you?” 

" You were the girl who came into Cromwell Road 
that night,” cried Phyllis. « 

And my sweetheart, ” You were the girl sitting 
on the piano ! Why, I knew the snap-shot ” 

That’s what I heard them say just before young 
Slim took boisterous command of the whole con> 
versation again. 

” Train’s half an horn late again — ^what a line I 
Jamais isprii — ^never mind. I booked a table at the 
Crcesus. New grill-room; table for four. Don’t 
interrupt, you Jack. This is my birthday. I’m two. 
What d’you like to eat, Julia ? ’Course your Grannie 
thinks you’ve been avec me all day ; naughty, naughty 
girl. What’ll we eat ? Da^ed if I care what I eat 
to-night. I just told old Sapristi, the head waiter, to 
feed us all he’d got and to keep some more by ready^ 
Here you are you kids 1 ” He spun out a handful of 
silver to the bo}^ who’d mounted guard over the 
taxi. ” Tell hiiri the Croesus as quick as the engine’ll 
ran. 

Ofi we'buzzed, the four of us. ! . . 

I’m telling you what happened, mind, not the way 
any of us oi^ht to have behaved. Here had 1 been 
spending a blissful day in the country with Slim’s 
girl. There was he with my (still) fianc^ on his arm, 
holding it as if she were afraid to let it go, ... As the 
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taxi gunboUed into York Road I aawfaixa seize I%yJI»'s 
Ijand, without worrying to hide what he was doing, 
and hold it, cuddle it up against his coat. and. with 
his thumb, smooth down the seams of her glove. 

Phyllis, her black eyes far. far away, didn’t seon to 
be seeing us or him or anything. . . . 

*' Don’t mind us.” chuckled Slim, nodding at me, 
” I dare say you’ve been young, once ! ” 

That was his start in. More coming. Much more. 
Still with his arm through Phyllis’s and his hand in 
hers.iie marched into the Crcesus as though h6t>had 
just bought it. threw his hat and stick into the little 
office, forgot to take the ticket and shoo’ed the gills 
avray to their cloak-room. When they’d gone 1 let 
myself be serious and looked at him for some sort of 
explanation of all this, while they were away. 

Did I get it ? No fear. He just dragged me to the 
buffet. 

” Two sherries and angostura, Sybil ? ” he cried. 
” Pour the bitters in the glass and pour ’em out again. 
Not that sherry ! You know the kind I like ” — 
chucking down some more money. ” Well ! ” He 
laughed over the top of his glass “ Cheero, old 
horse ! ” 

” Qieero,” said I in a dazed voice. ” 1 say ” 

” Have another ? No ? Come right along then. 
There are the girls.” 

They were standing at the top of the stairs ; Phyllis 
all vivid in a frock I'd never seen her wear before; 
colour of green Chartreuse. My little girl had taken 
off that hat that had got soaked in the thunderstorm 
and dried before the Blurter’s fire. Her hair, under 
the clustered lights of the vestibule, was the realest 
gold anywhere near the place ; h^ ffice was the 
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aweeteit rose-and-cieam against some soft black rilk 
affair that she'd slipped on to wear over her jacket 
and skirt. I saw, presently, that this garment was 
Phyllis's evening wrap that she'd lent her to wear in 
the restaurant. 

" Did you know they knew each other ? ” I man- 
aged to get out to Slim as we went downstairs to the 
grill. 

*' Knew each other ? " he laughed. " All my girls 
have to know each other, I guess. Regular Bond of 
Union, 1 am. Only crab about me is that, long as I 
am, there's not quite enough of me to go round, 

“ Yes, but look here. Seriously ” 

" Seriously wiU do when we've had something to 
eat, old horse. That's all right. We’ll have a little 
quiet explanation when we're at table ; that's the 
scheme ... Ah ! This oiu: table ? Good. Now, 
Honey-love, you come and sit here " 

(This to PhyUis t ) 

“ You two sit wWe you like. Good and dose to 
the band, aren’t we ? We're going to have toe 
ihe Moonlight, by request, in a minute.” 

Before we’d dipped our spoons into the soup, that 
band (we were practically sitting in the storm-centre 
of it, and it induded five huge buck-niggers, a bass 
drum with cymbals, severd brass tea-trays and an 
extra-powered motor horn) burst into the deafening 
racket through which we could hardly hear our own 
voices. 

'* Can’t explain anything with all this going on, 
old horse,” Slim bawled in my ear. ” No bon. Unfor- 
tunate, isn't it? . . . Waiter; oh, yes . . . Say, 
what year will we drink ? '' 
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Was 1 dreaming, or did I hear my own little lady 
suggest, ** Eighteen-sixty I with a laugh in her eyes 
over some joyous little thought of her own. I couldn't 
ask her then what it was. 

' While that storm of music fairly it^ed about us we 
ate and drank. 1 don't know what. Slim knew I 
didn’t. I heard him advising the waiter in a bellow 
to bring up any eats that everybody else was giving 
a miss, and crowd ’em upon that gentleman (me). 

" All the left-overs from lunch. He’ll take ’em like 
a lamb : never notice I ” Slim grinned. *’ Bits Of fat 
folks wouldn't eat ” 

“ SUm f ” protested Phyllis (delighted with 

him). 

"Yes, on plates with splodges of old, dry mustard 
left sticking to 'em since Wednesday week — She’ll 
never see. It's his birthday, too. Fill your glass up, 
old horse ! ” 

Presently the buck-niggers ceased their uproar for 
the timh being, but the applause from all over the 
restaurant made nearly as much noise. In the middle 
of the clapping and knife-tapping and shouts of 
" Encore," Slim leant confidentially forward. I 
thought now at last he was going to stop his nonsense 
and say Something serious. He spoke seriously 
enough, but all he said was, " Maybe 1 haven’t got 
much of an ear for music. But I do understand that 
band i I feel it, somehow. Way up here,” he ran 
his hand up his apin6. " It seems to kind of express 
my sentiments, to-night. D’you get me, Steve ? 
Pity one can’t let off a couple of Number 5 Mills’ gren- 
ades into the middle of the fortissimo part, isn’t it ? " 

And from the look on the ruffian’s face I knew— ’ 
I just knew that he meant to go on like this hx the 
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rest of the evening, never bothlting to explain any of 
it at all. Except what he must have already ex- 
plained to Phyllis. 1 imagined he'd had some sort of 
a fateful talk with her at 99 that afternoon. . . . But 

to me he didn’t attempt to— to 

Well, there I sat, aghast at the fellow’s nerve. 
Ignoring all he’d ever confided in me that evening in 
fUty rooms ! Washing out the way that he had 
^,:3»ccording to her sister) behaved to Phyllis in the 
’ ! Just butting in when he thought he wo\ild, 

take possesion again and monopolise the girl who 
was still my fianc^ ! Petting her hands ; smiling 
into her eyes ; calling her " Phil, darling,” and keep- 
ing his boot firmly down on her smart shoes under the 
table 1 Telling me and my little lady we could go 
and sit on the chandelier if we liked ! Making a 
regular festa to celebrate his outrageousness, a birth- 
day dinner with fizz and the loudest jazz-din in 
London I He was the extreme and ultimate 
limit. ... * 

At last there happened to come a quarter of a 
minute when he was not talking and the girls not 
helplessly laughing over him. 1 pulled myself to- 
gether to seize the chance. 

” Look here, Slim ! ” I managed to get in quite 
sharply. ” You said you’d explain. 1 must say I 
^ould like to know what all this is about. To start 
.^with ” 

Slim cocked his head to one side in that way he has, 
■tj^en tiomed a perfectly sincere stare upon me. 

What's what all about, old horse ? Everything 
i'A idl Potsdam fine, isn't it, folks ? Everything just 
,as- xi^t as it can be ? I'm tris happy : look at me. 
^yllis is happy. Aren’t you, Phil ? ” 
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Phyllis threw up her bobbed head and looked away 
from him. '* No/' she said, her eyes dandng. 

" Ah, vrait till 1 get you out to God's Own Country 
in a fortnight's time, I’ll teach you not to be happy," 
Slim assured her. (" Oh, pardon me, Honey, did I walk 
on your toe ?) Well now, see here. As I say, we're 
happy. And if you and Julia are miserable, I’m no 
judge of faces. Saw yours when you got off the car 
at Waterloo. Shining Uke the headlights of a high- 
power automobile. So what is there to explain^ ’’ 

I began, " Then you and Phyllis ’’ 

*' Sure. That’s all properly fixed up,” said Slim, 
setting his jaw. " Nobody can alter that now. We 
fixed that up soon as ever I’d finirh^d with old Snooky- 
dinkums on the old line. Tha'-.’s where I made a bee- 
line for gg. Phyllis’s. To hav'^ something out that 
should have been out months ago, would have been 
if — if — ^well, we’ll owe for ‘ ifs ’ now. I did 3 rou in, 
and I don’t care if it snows a dazzling shade of junk. 
You aren’t going to tell me it was any skunk’s trick, 
are you, vieux cheval ? You ? With that face ? " 

He laughed again, stole Phyllis’s roll, broke off bits 
of it, and went on, " Honest-to-God, though, about 
one thing. I did not fix it up deliberately for you 
and Julia — Bad Lass! — ^to elope into the country 
just so’s I could get engaged to your fiancee in comfort 
and a clear conscience. Nay. That' was just excellent 
staff-work on the part of my guardian-angel, I guess. 
Tell you what, Jack-^^ — ’’ 

But before he could tell me what, the buck-niggers 
had started in again. 

Not worth while trying to talk down that assort- 
ment of musical instruments as per above I 
I gave it up. 
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I gave up Slim. too. 

Was he apologetic about the way these things had 
happened ? Did he waste a thought on what other 
people might say of him ? Did he care one brass 
farthing about anything on earth but this birthday 
celebration of his with the girl in green Chartreuse 
colour by his side and that hideous din that he called 
music deafening his ears and running in shocks up his 
spine ? Not he. Nor would he let anybody else 
worry about it. 

I sat back laughing resignedly, and looked at the 
girls. 

My own little lady smiled at me with bewildered 
eyes. In that place of glitter and blare she was a 
wild rose set among parrot-tulips. It amused her for 
the time being, I knew : but this wasn’t the sort of 
thing she’d ever care for. She let this racket rip 
around her — but I kn^W, I knew hoW in her heart she'd 
rather sit in a buttercup field alone with me. Simple 
things she liked ; not this feverishness and noise and 
crowds in glad-rags and expensive glitter and constant 
excitement and jumping about from one amusement 
to something fresh ! 

The country-side ; fresh air and quiet aj(}d space ; 
flower-scent and old-fashioned tunes, and . . . just 
each other. That was enough for each of us, I knew. 
Deadly old-fash, the pair of us. Good. Splendid 
that we were a pair ! I thought of my doctorman 
and of his talk of music that comes when lonely bass 
blends with the treble for which it was composed. 

Horrible discords we’d made together, Phyllis and 
1 1 But even in the middle of my relief and happiness 
at being free, I could realise there'd be no discord 
between her and Slim Grantham. Another girl she 

u 
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was, sitting there with him, a girl I hadn’t known, 
would never have got to know. Bright as a butterflyi 
but without that restless, fidgetty brightness that 
used to rasp my nerves. She no longer gUnted about 
£dl over the shop Uke a dancing reflection. She 
glowed like a rosy lamp. For the first time I saw that 
she was after all a jolly goo(|-looking girl. Talk about 
black eyes being so hard.^ They alwa 3 rs had been, to 
me. They were soft as velvet trimmed with stars as 
they turned to her Slim. . . . 

Sfim, ... in^ whom my girl saw nothing buf^ a 
mad-dsip f 

How true, that remark^ of Mrs. Lou’s (the first time 
I met her) on being .attractive : 

“ To some you are, io some you arbn't ! ” 

To my late fiancee .Slim Grantham was absolutely 
everything that I could n^ver have hoped to be. 
There they sat happy as kings^ ini this mob and glitter 
that they both love ; suits them, they bloom in it I 
I can’t imagine them except in the centre of " Some- 
thing Doing ” — they’ll make.'^eir own “ Croesus ” in 
Canada or in Kamscha^ka ! Alwa 3 rs Shm ^uld have 
a roomful , of people in gaudy bits of froc^ to glance 
round as he, the pride of the Ritz-Carlton, carried on 
his back-diat turn with some indulgent head-waiter ; 
always Phyllis would laugh from behind her charac- 
teristic entrenchment of cigarette-rings and Serenade 
scent and face-powder and lip-salve, still loving him 
with her eyes as she Mid now . . . worshipping him 
for “ a tin god on skates,” as he says. . . . 

Biggest change about her this evening was the way 
in which she (the chatterbox, the flinger-about of wild 
remarks I) let Slim do all the talking. 

And, by Jove, how he did talk ! . . . I’ve given you 
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some faint impression of that Jazz-band we were sitting 
in the middle of. For two hours Slim beat that band 1 
But after all this, I musn’t forget the most thought- 
ful act that came at the end of that delirious 
evening, and that it was Slim Grantham who had the 
consideration to think of it in time. 

" Say, old horse,” he g^nted to me at the Croesus 
glass doors as the commissionaire raced o£E in search 
of a cab, " I hate to butt in on newly-engaged folks. 
But you’ll have to let me come along with you and 
little Miss Julia after weVe dropped Phyljis at 99 
I guess I’ll have to make it O.K. for you Ayith the old 
lady ; introduce you to Grannie, I mean. Don’t 
forget you haven’t ipet her yet ! ”' 



CHAPTER XXXV 


The Garden — ^and the Gate 

" Jack shall have JUl." 

Shakespeare. 

THE GIRVS STORY. 

What a contrast, between the rowdy restaurant 
evening which celebrated my unofficial engagement to 
my Silver Badger, and that peaceful country-garden 
edternoon which came just at the beginning of that 
engagement after it was officially announced three 
weeks later ! 

This was in " The Blurter’s ” Surrey garden, also a 
contrast from that garden as I’d seen it last in a 
thunderstorm. Now, under the early-June sunshine, 
the rhododendrons were a mass of blossom, mauve, 
crimson, and rose ; gay as any in my home-county of 
Carnarvonshire ! Beside the flaming yellow azaleas a 
coral-red one glowed over its reflection in the trout 
pools. Sabres of iris fringed those pools, with a bright 
jungle of ragged-robin, tall buttercups, columbine and 
forget-me-not. The trees just rang with the singing 
of a thousand birds ; ‘ every now and then one caught 
the whirr of wings, and cuckoos called from field to 
distant field. That little waterfall into the pool on 
the left made a musical gurgling, and in and out among 
the bulrushes a moorhen paddled with her fluffy 
black brood. Oh, but it was peaceful, peaceful. . . . 
The two little boys had left us (at last) and were stalking 

so8 
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each other Mdith bows and arroAVS in the paddock 
beyond the pools ; and our hostess, slipping a skirt 
on over those land-girl legs of hers, had gone into 
the village to shop for our supper. As the scent 
of the sun-warmed roses drifted down from the 
verandah pillars, down the grass slope, towards the 
largest of the pools where the punt in which we 
idled floated close beside the bank, a quick splash 
as one of the trout leapt to a fly was the only 
sound to break the perfect calm of the place and 
time. 

You can imagine if this was lovely to me after town 
trafiic and pavements. It would have been sweet, 
even if I had been all alone. But now, imagine, drinking 
in all this loveliness and sweetness and peace beside 
one’s own dear boy. . . . He, who has turned a dreary, 
navy-blue sort of world into a world of rose-colour and 
gold for me, was lounging at the bottom of the punt 
with his coat off and his head in my lap. My fingers — 
one wearing his signet-ring — strayed in his thick hair. 
I love his hair. I adore the silky sweep-back of it 
from his forehead and the sturdy short crop of it, like 
moss, at the back of his head. I love to touch it. 
Sometimes when he’s asked me how I can possibly 
care for him, I’ve told him it’s because of the way his 
hair grows. 

Is this abject nonsense ? 

Or is it just as sensible as any other reason for 
loving her man that could be given by a girl in 
love ? 

He had been leaning back silently, only nestling his 
head against my fingers, for some minutes. Sud- 
denly he threw his head further back and looked 
straight up into my eyes, and I saw that his own eyes 



310 SWEETHEARTS UNMET 

were clouded over some thought. Almost angrily, 
frowning, he spoke. 

" Darling, d’you realise something ? ” 

“ What, Jack ? " 

" Have you thought, he asked me abruptly, 
" how very nearly we were not sitting here at all 
together ? ” ' 

“ Not sitting here ? ” 

“ Nof here ; not anywhere. Not together,” he said 
with a grim set to the chin with a little woimd-cleft. 
“Not me with'«you, nor you with me. ' D'you-jget 
me, Steve,’ as Slim would say ? ” 

“ You mean if it hadn't been for Slim we might 
never have met each other ? ” 

“ If it hadn’t been for the whole chapter of accidents 
and coincidences, I might never have had the chamce 
of you,” he s^d, still quite grimly. " Just think. Of 
you, who were made to belong to me ; you who * go ’ 
with everyflfiing I think and want like a tune to the 
right words., You, who just simply are my girl. 
Who made “allovrajices' for, that? Who would have 
believed me if I’d tned to explain ? You were just a 
pretty face.” 

" Oh, Jack, you do think I’m pretty ? ” 

“ A lovely girl’s face seen in the street ofi the 
Bayswater Road €\e^ morning under a little coloured 
hat ; that’s all 1 was supposed to know of you. And 
to you I was just a man who passed. It didn’t matter 
that we both knew better; knew. You coxddn’t do 
anything because of. the dead-weight of all the — ^the 
world's grannies upon you. ' No ; not even when I 
made that start. 1 was just trying to push in a stone 
wall — specially built up, I suppose, against all the 
blights who might behave like cads to a girl like 
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you. No one to explain that I wasn't just one of 
those.” 

” But that's all come right now,” said I, stroking 
his hair. “ Why is it men will worry so dreadfully 
about things that are all dVer'? Perhaps girls worry 
worse at the time. . . .” 

" It’s now that it’s over and" ' come right ' that I 
see how very easily it might have stayed all wrong,” 
he told me, staring awa^ ticross those wavy green- 
and-rose reflections in the pool. “ We might have 
spent our lives with people who jarred on us and 
warped us; we might have. . . . Why, supposing I 
hadn’t been a pal of Slim Grantham’s at all. . . . 
Supposing it hadn’t been Slim who picked up your 
Graimie that day. . . . Suppose your Grannie hadn’t 
taken such a fancy to the fellow that she didn’t mind 
letting you go about, with him. . . .{(Supposing he 
hadn’t been called off that day when he — ^he, not me ! 
— should have brought you down for’‘’‘that walk 
here. . . . Supposing I hadn’t looked ilvat the of&ce 
just at that moment when it happ^ed mat he could 
send me off on jf, message to ybu. Supposing there 
hadn’t been that party at Mrs. Lou’s, the Sunday 
before, when I was introduced ^o you ? Supposing 
you’d married that old Welshpian of yours ? You 
might have. Yes ! He might haVe coaxed and argued 
you into it. Or supposing you had got fixed up with 
Slim. Jle was keen, before he whisked back again to 
Phyllis. And your Grannie wiU always like him miles 
better than me ! ” 

This is quite true ; I’m sorry to say that poor 
Grannie just makes the best of my “ terribly im- 
prudent engagement ” to " this friend of dear Mr. 
Slim’s 1 ” I often catch her murmuring about the 
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possibility of my changing my mind again I Too 
much to expect that the choice of one's heart should 
be . the choice of one’s relations' hearts as well. One 
can't have everything in this world ! 

. My Silver Badger went on, " And I, as near as 
dash-it, married the wrong girl myself. Seems to me 
there was only a toss-up between this ” — ^he cuddled 
his cheek against my lap — " and being unhappy ever 
after ! " 

" But we’re happy ? ” 

" Are you ? ” '*■ 

" Areyo« ? ” I laughed. 

" Ah," he said, with a long breath. Then' " Funny 
how ” he shook his head, solemn again. 

I love that little puzzled way he always begins 
” Funny how I ” It just brings a lump into my 
throat. I asked, “ What’s fuimy now ? ” 

" Funny how coming into a bit of thundering good 
luck like this oneself makes one realise the crowds of 
other poor devils who haven’t been so lucky. We’ve 
met. What about those others though ? We’re 
together in a topping garden like this,” he snifled 
luxuriously at a waft of spicy azalea scent, " but they 
are shut outside the gate, sort of. Plenty of people 
who might be sweethearts and just don’t know each 
other. Crowds of lonely fellows in the same boat as 1 
was, I dare say. Never meeting the right kind of girls. 
Working all day, and at night going back to lonely 
digs — or worse.” * » 

He made a quick little snatch at my hand, the one 
that wasn’t petting his hair, and held it as if, letting 
it go, he’d fall out of that pimt and drown in that 
pool. 

” Pretty hard,” he muttered, ” for a single fellow 
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to keep the ideal of something always in front of his 
eyes so that he turns down anything else until he’s 
got it. Especially when it looks dashed likely that he 
never will get it. Not a woman to care a rap. N4>thing 
to make him feel anything’s worth while. Loneliness 
like that is the deuce. It's worse for men, of course.” 

” Oh, is it ! ” 1 cried, shaking my head at him. 
” It’s easier for a lonely man, if he wants to get out and 
get to know people, to — ^to just do it. Somehow he’ll 
find friends to take him to other friends. Men can do 
these things. People always welcome another young 
man to their homes. Jack, when they don’t want to 
be bothered with another strange girl, who is perhaps 
dull and unamusing-looking just because she hasn’t 
got a young man of her own. Think of the thousands 
of those girls ! ” 

And there came back to me the heart-breaking little 
vision that I’d had in the Park that evening before I 
first met Phyllis Carteret. The vision of the unloved 
lovers of the world ; sweethearts unmet. Only this 
time the far-reaching crowd of wistful faces had all 
the eyes of girls and the place in which they found 
themselves was not that vast garden made of all the 
pleasure grounds of Europe and America. ... It 
was a great room made up of all the rooms in all the 
manless homes of all the towns where girls secretly 
fret and pine. I saw them sitting writing'. . . (letters 
to other girls) . . . and reading (love stories about 
other girls, of course) and sewing (perhaps other girls’ 
trousseau-things), all, in their hearts, so restless, so 
resentful, so unblest ! 

I sighed, ” Oh, Jack, darling, it’s worse for the girls. 
Or is it because I’m a girl myself that I know how 
they feel ? ” 
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He didn’t answer my question. He said, very softly 
now, “ Funny how I can only think of you, now, by 
t% very first name I ever did think of you by. 
‘ called you.” He shifted up in the punt, until 

his head, that ^d rested in my lap, now snuggled into 
my neck. 

Ever so gently, he |dssed it. A necklace of thrills. 
Oh, what I can’t understand is how Phyllis ever, ever 
let him go ! After he'd kissed her ! . . . But one is a 
different person with difierent people. Slim Grant- 
ham, now, had thought me a Rose-in-ice ; a girl who 
takes and takes attention, admiration, love, but who 
has no longing to give anything of herself in retimi. 
How dreadful to be made like that ! I could cry uith 
pity for those girls. To my lover I felt I should always 
want to give, give, give everything that there was of 
me, that the giving would be joy, and that the more I 
gave, the more would be left me to give him, since he 
had given me all. 

Desperately, passionately, he whispered, “ I should 
never have lived if I’d never held you like this, Jill ! ” 

” Jack ! But we had to meet,” I whispered back. 
" It couldn’t be-an accident. Not Chance. It must be 
Fate. Think, we’d nearly met before. I only just 
missed that party, and that class where you would 
have been. The next time came off. The chance 
has to come sooner or later when sweethearts like 
you and me have seen each other. It’s bound to 
come.” • 

He lifted his head from my throat. "Is it bound 
to come ? ” he muttered at my lips. “ No, it’s only a 
bit of luck, I think ; that I'm able to take — this ” — 
he kissed me ; deep. " What luck, I say, what 
luck 1 ” 
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“ Fate ! " I tried to protest, all trembling from him. 
" Bound to come ! " , 

" No, it wasn’t. Anyhow, kiss me. You never'do 
kiss me.” * 

"Oh/” 

" Kiss me now, then,” he coaxed. The sound of the 
gong rumbled softly down from the house. ” Will 
you? U’m?” 

” Then say it was, first.”* 

" Was what, sweetheart ? ” 

" Fate that we met,” I prompted. " Bound to 
be.” 

“ Fate, then ! ” he retorted, so close to me that I 
couldn’t look at him, even if I hadn’t had to shut my 
eyes as he says “ funny how ” I always find them 
shutting when I am in his arms. “ Fate, Jill.” My 
kiss met his kisses, but he added obstinately,” and 
luck I ” 

" That’s not fair,” I cried. " I shall always 

II 

say • • , 

” That it wasn’t luck ? ” he laughed joyously. 

" No, but it was Fate,” I had tj^e last word just 
before those two little boys ran up along the bank 
shouting for us to come in to supper. " And that it 
was bound to be ! ” 

***** 

AUTHOR’S POSTSCRIPT. 

• 

May I be allowed a further ” last word ” ? It will 
be made of questions, I’m afraid. 

Are sweethearts so certainly " bound to meet ” or 
are they not ? Was the girl right ? Or the boy ? Is 
there a cherub with Cupid-wings sitting up aloft 
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keeping watch over such as they ? Or is it all a 
toss-up ; blind Chance, with fto one to know, or 
care ? 

1 don't know ; but. personally, 1 care. 

To me it seems to matter what happens to the love- 
lines of these straight-limbed lonely lads, of these 
nice and unfriended girls who should be their mates. 
The State is as anxiously watchful as any Grannie in 
the world that there should be " education ” for every 
Jack and every JilJ. Why is the education that 
comes from mere books considered vital, and not tlib 
irreplacable education given by Love ? The world 
could do without our scholarship-holders ; but why 
must it remain poorer of healthy, delightful babies that 
could be bom of all these love-matches that are never 
made ? 

The working-class mates as a matter-of-course. So 
does the leisured class. But the sturdy, well-derived 
middle-classes are still full of youth wasted, emotion 
unused, force lost to the world. 

What can be done about this ? 


Once I cherished a dream of finding the answer. 1 
dreamt that State centres for lonely young people 
of the so-called better classes should be started, a 
social hall in every village, a score to a hundred in 
every big town. I dreamt that the Jacks at a loose 
end and the Jills who knew no young men could go 
there as a matter-of-course instead of " sticking " at 
home or roaming the tmprotected streets. I dreamt 
that these boys and girls could meet " on the square,” 
and as if it were in one big family circle, with the 
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influences of home about them, and, over all, that care 
which is like no other, the care of a mother. They 
were not to be let in at haphazard, these candidates 
for companionship and love. Each was to pass before 
the Selection Committee of the place in which he or 
she found himself. I dreamt that this could be com- 
posed of three persons who in their three separate 
characters should be supposed to have insight into 
the natures and needs of young people. 

The first should be a Doctor. 

The second I had thought of as a Chaplain, prefer- 
ably one who had served with the Forces during the 
war. It was a young soldier who pointed out to me 
that any, good regimental officer who had under- 
stood and had been beloved by his men would do as 
well. 

The third was to be a Woman ; happily married. 

Then I thought it over and doubted again. For the 
weak point of this scheme for a League of Lovers is 
summed up in one word. Who ? Who was to be that 
doctor on each committee, who that leader, who that 
motherly woman of the world ? One knows how 
posts of this kind would get filled. By the pushful, 
the thick-skinned, the man out for a salaried job, the 
woman out for social notoriety. 

The proper people for such posts would be 
crowded out by reason of the very qualities most 
required ; delicacy, tact, sympathy, reticence, the 
loving power of gleaning a yoflng heart's secret and 
keeping it as a trust not to be betrayed. 

Instead, in would come the ofiicial with his card- 
indexes, his filing-clerk to turn up tabulated emotions 
at the turn of a bell. In would come questions of 
salary, routine, departmentalism cut-and-dried. . . . 
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Inside would be tbi^e complacent officials. And oat> 
side in the cbld^Ulbuld n^ajn our sensitive lonely lads 
and girls, the sweethearts StiU unmet. 

So much for that dream. 


Some people who are greater ’believers than I am 
in the Power of Ink that this thing may be done 
by correspondence. They, appiuently, would take 
the risks of introducing 1^ letteri young men whom 
they had never'*seen, to yodhg women of whom they 
had never heard in their lives before. But what is 
that but the matrimonial bureau, in spite of which 
these problems are still here to depress one ? . . . 


Their only reforin is left — as with most, reforms — ^to 
Private Effort. , 

There have alwa 3 rs bem people who care about the 
happiness of their very yoimg friends. These know 
that happiness for such does not mean material com- 
forts or " education,” but simply the Chance of Love ; 
for the girls, young men to meet — ^for the young men, 
nice girls. It seems simple mough, to these people. 
With a youngster to entert^, they inevitably ask 
themsdves, ” What^irls woidd lie like asked ? ” For 
the girl- visitor they choose' the nii^k young men they 
know to meet h^ naturally as' they pi^t flowers in 
her room. No dellb^ate matcb-making in these, but 
the principle realised that youth must be given the 
opportunity to pick add choose among his kind, her 
kind ; and that it is idiocy to take thought for the 
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proper unbiingini; and, dieting . am) .c^thing and 
exercising of our race, and no thought for 

this other. These peo]^ are h^&earted — and 
realise. ■ ** . 

Plenty of other people"^ l^in^earted. enough, but 
they do not realise. M iddle'hghdi, the loheliness of early 
youth has been forgotten by them,^ iharried, thMr 
problems are settled, 'and they, have .the comfortable 
idea that " the boys and giri|s airtk all right, 'th^ will 
fend for themsdvB^/’ So, comfortable homes are still 
populated by " JiiUis,” who never see any men-friends ; 
offices are even now fuH of “ Jacks ” who never get 
asked to these houses. (No wonder there’s a rush for 
the Colonies by those with any chance of escape.) 
Air and water are recogmsed as essential to these boys 
and girls ; the love that is no less essential is not 
only not recognised, not directed, but it is made of 
far less importance than the amateur photography or 
the bazaar-work with which they are allowed to fill 
htmgry hours '1 ■ They- -the young torch-bearers of our 
Race — are not asked what they think- about all this. 
By word and attitude of mind in their dde^ they are 
discouraged from discil^hig it — the girl is thrown 
inwards upon her birt^di^g, the boy flung outwards 
upon companionship that disillusions, hardens, sickens. 

Is this right ? 1 

No, since it cannot be ..that, people are crassly cruel 
enough to wish all this to ^continue, it, must be only 
want of thought that cat^es it.* 

If each family w^ made a centre where " the 
boys could ^t * the odd dzf^ ' at home " in the way 
of girl-companionship, and where every girl who came 
would be sure of finding sympathy on this subject of 
the love-intereSt (instead cd merely small-talk about 
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the weather, the theahre, and how her mother was) 
it would soon b^n to make a difference, not only to 
those particular hoys and girls who went to that house, 
not only to those individual hosts and hostesses. 

Individuals, when there are enough of them, in- 
fluence thought. Cannot each thinking individuad set 
himself " dead against **' taking as a matter of course 
the really dire and hideous possibility of youth never 
meeting a suitable sweetheart ? Let each in his 
thought give this matter the importance that it deserves. 
Those who fervently " think ” a conviction come to 

living ” that conviction. Thought spreads ; it 
spreads I 

Let us in Heaven's name spread this thought among 
the worthy, the orthodox, the well-meaning-but-un- 
thinking human beings who seem to have forgotten the 
message (quite simple and hardly new) that “ male and 
female created He them." 


The End 
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